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The State of the Nation. 


Tue most extraordinary spectacle of pros- 
perity exhibited in the annals of any nation of 
modern or ancient times is furnished in the 
late annual message of President Lincoln to 
Congress, and the accompanying reports from 
the Executive Departments of the Government. 
There is something almost marvellous in the 
positive proofs thus furnished that the great 
loyal section of the Union, in the fourth year 
of this stupendous civil war, is vastly more 
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powerful in men, materials, resources, all the 
elements of strength, wealth and prosperity, 
than at the beginning of the struggle. In re- 
gard to men, notwithstanding the enormous 
drainages of the war, the returns of the late 
national election indicate, in the loyal States 
and Territories, an aggregate increase of over 
three hundred thousand above the age of 
twenty-one years, or a general increase of 
population exceeding three millions since 1860. 

Mr. Lincoln may well declare, with some- 
thing of exultation, in view of this increased 








strength in men, that ‘‘we are not exhausted, 
nor in process of exhaustion,” but that, still 
gaining strength, as we are, ‘‘ we may, if need 
be, continue the contest indefinitely.” But 
there is another element essential to the pro- 
secution of the war and the maintenance of 
the Government, which cannot be overlooked 
—the important element of money. How 
stands the national Treasury upon this ques- 
tion? We are gratified to say, from the ex- 
hibits of the department, that while the 
national debt and our annual expenditures are 





much less than has been generally supposed, 
the receipts of the Treasury for the last year 
have been much larger. Mr. Lincoln sums up 
the year’s operations as follows: 


Although sufficient time has not yet elapsed to ex- 
rience the full effect of several of the provisions of 


sury, including loans and the balance in the Treasury, 

on the a eS 
the te upon the same basis, 
were $ O66.101 80; leaving a balance in the Trea- 
fury, Soon es. of $96,739,906 73. Deduct 
the t of the principal of the 
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and the amount of issues in sub- 


public debt redee: 
the actual cash tions of the 


étitution therefor, 


Treasury were: Receipts, $884,076, 77; disburse- 
ments, $866,234,087 86; which leaves a cash balance in 
the Treasury of $18,842,658 71. Of there were 
derived from customs $102,316,152 99; from 

$588,333 29; from direct taxes, $475,648 96; from in- 
ternal revenue, $109,741,134 10; frem eous 
sources, $47,511,448 10; and from loans, applied to actual 


expenditures, including former balance, $623,443,929 13. 
‘There were disbursed for the civil service $27,505,599 46; 
iuv pensions and Indians, $7,517,930 97; for the War 
Department, $600,791,842 97: for the Navy Department, 
$85,733,292 79; for interest of the public debt, $53,685,- 
iz! 69—making an aggregate of $865,234,087 86; and 
leaving a balancein the Treasury of $18,842,558 71, as 
before siated. 

The most gratifying feature in these figures 
is the substantial cash receipts of the Trea- 
sury, approaching in the aggregate, for the 
fiscal year, the magnificent sum of three hun- 
dred miilions of dollars. At this rate, let us 
assume that before the expiration of another 
year peace and the Union will be restored; we 
may further assume that the Government ex- 
penditnres will for the next year be reduced to 
less than our present actual cash receipts; and 
that, with the restoration of the rebellious 
section of the Union, and the application of 
taxes of some sort to the mining districts of 
our new States and Territories, and from the 
new impulse that will be given to all branches 
of business throughout the country, the receipts 
of the Treasury will, in the next ensuing year, 
afford a surplus of at least one hundred millions 
of dollars towards the payment of the principal 
of the national debt. Each succeeding year, 
with the continued development of the re- 
sources of the whole conntry, we shall have an 
increase of receipts of many millions more for 
the same purpose. All these cheering specuia- 
tions, however, rest upon the presumption that 
within the year before us there will be peace 
and reunion, and an uninterrupted reign of 
peace and prosperity succeeding for years to 
come, and that our present taxations are to 
stand. It is manifest, however, that, with the 
restoration of peace, our national debt will 
become a burden so comparatively easy to 
bear, that our present taxations may be ma- 
terially diminished, instead of being increased 
or continued ; and that ‘‘ greenbacks” will be 
equal to gold, and that Government securities 
will become the favorite investments of all 
classes over everything else in the market. 

We hold, too, from the prosperous state of 
the nation as exhibited in the Message and 
Reports of the Executive Departments, from 
the progress of the war, and the contraction, 
exhaustion and demoralization of the Davis 
Confederacy, that the year 1865 will be the 
year of jubilee in honor of a glorious peace. 
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Wow Ready, Frank Leslie’s Lady's 
Illustrated Almanac for 1865. 


Tus annual contains a greater amount of 
useful and entertaining information than any 
publication of the kind ever issued. It is indeed 
the only Lady’s Illustrated Almanac published. 
It is embellished with over 70 beautiful engrav- 
ings, by the finest Artists of the day, executed 
in the highest style of art. It contains direc- 
tions for the parlor, ball-room, boudoir, store- 
roo, kitchen, garden, nursery and sick-room. 
In a word, it is the matron’s vade mecum, as well 
as the young lady’s companion, and it should 
be found in every household. In addition to 
general illustrations, it contains splendid por- 
traits of Mrs. Lincoln and Mrs. McClellan, ex- 
qnisitely engraved on steel, and a graphic 
Bathing Scene at Long Branch, printed on fine 
paper. ‘This complete Lady’s Manual—which 
contains more reading matter than an octavo 
volume —-costs only 50 cents. It will be sent, 
pustaye free, on receipt of the price, either in 
currency or postage stumps. Address 

FRANK LESLIE, 
537 Pearl Street, N. Y. 


Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Almanac for 


1865. 


This valuable work is far superior to its P ‘ 
the London Dl Almanac, and much cheaper. It 
contains valuable information, National, Historical, 
Pclitical, Statistical, Astronomical and Useful, be- 
sides upwards of 50 beautiful Iustrations by the first 
European and American Artists, wed in the high- 
est style of art. It is also embellished with four 
splendid Lithographic Portraits, printed on fine paper, 
of Generals Grant, Sherman, Sheridan and Admiral 
Farragut, from recent photographs. Price 50 cents. 


-_ 


Now Ready, the January Number of 
he great comic and satirical paper of the age, being No. 
#3 of Frank Lesire’s Bupoet or Fux, contain a 
pictorial history of the month, etc. The Grand Union 
Ball; or, Butiler’s Wedding Garments; also, Uncle Sam 
Walking off with the Florida; also, The Great Snow- 
rtorm of November, 1864, and the Snowing-up of Poor 
Jct Davis. Berides numerous other sketches, humor- 
ous, satirical, ote., by the first Artiste of the day—Bcl- 
lew, Newman, Mullen, Rosenberg, Howard, Fiske, John 
lwech, Forbes, etc., etc. Price 10 cents. 

VRANK 


LESLIE, 
537 Pearl Street, N. Y. 








Frank Leslie's Lady's Magazine and 
Gazette of Fashion. Terms for 1865. 
The following are our terms for 1865, which, consider- 
ing the literary vulue of our Magazine and the superior 
excellence of its Fashion Department, are, we think, 
peculiarly tavorablo to subscribers: 


with tho additional advantage of one Extra Copy, gratis, 


to the person sending that amount. 

Oue Copy of Frans Lreuix’s ILLverTRaTeED News- 
raPpenant One Copy of Prank Lestiz’s Lapy's 
MAUAZINE, to Oue Post Office..............+- -$7 00 





Barnum’s American Museum. 


a eee ee ——_ Dimi- 
Rutive 8, 10 apanese . 
Bafana cane es 


Pond, Wax F: Aquaria, etc., etc. D 
PERFORMAN daily st 3 and 7% o’clock P. M. 
Seeeenaten So Ge ealy SP canta, Children under ten, 15 
cen e 





Beauty-—Hunt's Bloom of Roses, 
A charming, delicate and perfect natural color for the 
cheeks or lips; does not wash off or injure the skin; re- 
mains permanent for years and cannot be detected. 
Price $1. 18 cents by mail, securely packed from ob- 
HUNT & CO., PERFUMERS, 


servation. he 
000 133 South Seventh Street, Philadelphia. 


For Thorough Instruction in Vocal Music, 


Use BASSINI’S Art of Singing: an Analytical and Prac- 
tical System for the Cultivation of the Voice. This work 
is —— on a rigidly scientific basis, and universally 
admi to be the most desirable work for teachers and 
scholars. Price, for Soprano Voice, complete, $4. 
Abridged, $3. For Tenor Voice, Mailed 

OLIVER DITSON & CO., Publishers, 


Beasty Saws White Liquid Hnam- 
el, p by Madame Rachel Leverson, the cele- 
brated Parisian Ladies’ Enameler. It whitens the 
skin permanently, giving it a soft, satin-like texture, 
and imparts a freshness and aS the com- 
plexion which is quite natural, without inj to the 
skin. It is also warranted to semove ‘Tan, Brediien, 
Pimples, Sunburn, etc. Sent by mail, free from obser- 
vation, on receipt of , 60 cents. Address 


& CO., PERFUMERS, 
133 South Seventh Street, and 41 South Eighth 
Street, Philadelphia. 


New Map of Richmond, 


Showing all of the Fortifications om oy the Rebel 
Capital, er with a Description of the City and of 
oll the F , etc. Price only 10 cents per copy; Whole- 
sale 60 cents per dozen, or $5 per 100. 

NEW M:P OF MOBILE. A Splendid Map. Price, 
20 cents; Wholesale, $1 20 per dozen. 

MAP OF PETERSBURG, a very desirable Map. Price, 
15 cents; Wholesale, $1 per dozen. . 

NEW MAP OF ATLANTA. Price, 10 cents; Whole- 
sale, 60 cents dozen, or $5 per 100. 

C. RD PH HS of Gens. Grant, Meacie, Sher- 
man, Sheridan, Butler, Foster, Hooker, Hancock, 
Howard, Gilmore, Farragut, Lincoln, McClellan, etc, 
Price 10 cents each; Wholesale, $6 per 100. 

NEW POCKET ALBUMS, holding 16 Ley are | 
Desirable. Price only 75 cents. Goods sent Postpai 
Agents Wanted. Cai es sent free. 

G. W. TOMLINSON, Publisher, 
221 Washington Street, Boston, Mass. 
FRIENDS OF: SOLDIERS! 
All articles for Soldiers at Baltimore, Washington, 
Fortress Monroe, Harper’s Ferry, Newberne, Port 
Royal, and all other places, shoul@gbe sent at half rates, 
b er RESS, No. 65 Broadway. Sutlers 
c ow 0000 
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All Communications, Books for Review, etc., must be 
addressed to Franz LEsiix, 537 Pearl street, New York. 








TERMS FOR 


Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Newspaper. 


One copy, threemonths - + + = $1 00 
One copy, six months . Se 9 2 00 
One copy, one year, - - - - - 4 
Two copies, one year, to one address, in one 








wre) Le * Ce tS 7 50 
Four copies, one yese, to one address, in one ne 
Fivewah s one . ante -. o - 2000 

an e@ ry © per- 

son sending a club of five. 

One copy of Frank Leslie’s Mlustrated 

Newspaper and one copy of Frank 

Leslie’s Lady’s Magazine (the most 

complete Lady’s Book published) for 

one year - - - . . - 7 00 

Address 
FRANK 
637 Pearl Street, N. Y. 
Important to Subscribers. 


In renewing Subscriptions, Subscribers are particu 
larly requested to name the number with which the New 
Subscription should commenge; they will thus avoid 
receiving duplicates or missing any number. It is de- 
sirable that a renewal should be received a week before 
the expiration of the former subscription, in order that 
our books may be kept properly adjusted. A 
to this will obviate nine-tenths of the errors 
annoy both publishers and subscribers. 








Sherman—The Military Situation. 


In a little familiar speech, made by Mr. Lin- 
coln some days ago at the White House, he 
drily remarked, ‘‘We know where Sherman 
went in at, but we don’t know where he will 
come out.” We are gratified that now all 
doubts and misgivings regarding the success 
of his expedition are dispelled, and that he is 
‘“*coming out” all right. The gold bulls of 
Wall street have been fairly flanked by Sher- 
man. We conjecture, too, that they have 
made better ‘‘schpeckalations” on the rebel 
Hood's wildgoose chase into Tennessee than 
will be realised again. Contemplated from any 
point of view, the situation of Hood nust be 
to him exceedingly uncomfortable, and sugges- 
gestive of very short rations, very serious diffi- 
culties, and ugly rocks and breakers ahead. 

The campaign nearer Richmond, however, 
appears to be taking-a shape indicative of the 
greatest results. The movement of the expe- 
ditionary column under Gen. Warren down the 
Weldon railroad for the North Carolina border, 
may simply have for its object the widening of 
the gap between Lee's army and his Southern 
lines of communication ; but Grant may have 
hud, also, the purpose in view of cutting off 
reinforcements from Lve destined for Wilming- 
ton, Charleston or Savannah, and vice versa. 
As the great game of tho war now stands, there 
must be some tremendous battles and decisive 
result, in Virginia, North und South Carolina, 





and Georgia, and in Tennessee, before any one of 
our three principal armies goes into winter 
quarters. We have an idea that the spring will 
dawn upon the country with the armies of the 
rebellion broken up, its now remaining strong- 
holds captured, and upon Jeff Davis as a 
fugitive for parts unknown. So manifest are 
the advantages now possessed by Gen. Grant 
at each of the three salient points of Richmond, 
Nashville and Savannah, and so urgent are the 
exigencies of the enemy, that we guess the 
rains and miry roads of a Southern winter 
will not this time be equal to the suspension 
of active military operations. We may, per- 
haps, be mistaken, but from all present appear- 
ances at the front, in Virginia, Georgia and 
Tennessee, we anticipate that this winter will 
be marked by a vigorous and decisive cam- 
paign. 


A Richmond Rebel on Phosphorus. 


Tue Richmond Hxaminer turns the cold 
shoulder on its unfortunate rebel confederates 
concerned in the late attempt to make a huge 
bonfire of New York city. Had the incen- 
diaries succeeded in laying the city in ashes, 
they would, we doubt not, have been amply 
rewarded by Davis and his associate ruling 
conspirators at Richmond ; but as the enter- 
prise has failed, the wretched vagabonds in- 
volved in it are disowned by their masters. 
Says the Hraminer, ‘‘tney must be a very pal- 
try set of poor devils, who have. abandoned 
their own country to avoid military duty, or 
to spend our money, which they have stolen 
in the Confederate service, or to invest in 
Northern stocks and greenbacks the profits of 
their blockade-running ventures. Whether 
any of these be the sneaking felons who tried 
to set fire to the hotels, we care not.” Next, 
after denying that there was a rebel plot at 
the bottom of this hotel-burning business, 
this Richmond rebel philosopher says: ‘Let 
Gen. Dix be strict in registering and keeping 
under surveillance all the skulking Southerners 
he finds loafing in New York. It will be well 
to know who they are.” Nor is any mercy 
shown to those noisy and consequential rebel 
adventurers who have found their way to Lon- 
don and Paris. They, too, are denounced as 
skulkers, ‘‘who have crept out of the country 
by various underhand and underground ways, 
simply to avoid the service they owe that coun- 
try. They are simply deserters, and the death 
of a deserter would be too good for them.” 

In additions to these denunciations, these 
deserting vagabonds are threatened with all 
the terrors of alienation and confiscation ; but 
we dare say that the most of these pretentious, 
and yet sneaking, noisy, yet ‘‘skulking loaf- 
ers,” will deliberately prefer all these penalties 
threatened to the blessings of their ‘‘Confed- 
eracy,” as conscripts of Davis. But, if from 
Richmond they are to get ‘‘more kicks than 
coppers” for their efforts to serve him as vol- 
unteer incendiaries among ‘the Yankees,” 
they may probably be induced to give up the 
phosphorus business in disgust, and become 
reasonably honest to escape starvation. At all 
events, honest men may smile when baffled 
felons and traitors turn against each other. 








Summary of the War. | 


VIRGINIA. 


On the 7th of Dec. a reconnoissance was made 
across the Nottaway river, and the position of the 
enomy was felt. The intention was to a&certain 
if any large body of troops had been sent to op- 
pose Sherman. The conclusion our officers ar- 
rived at was that no material force had been taken 
from Gen. Lee’s army. 

On the 9th of Dec. another reconnoissance was 
made, The expeditionary force was composed of 
three brigades of infantry and detachments from 
several regiments of cavalry, all under Gen. Miles, 
and travelled over the same route as that taken 
by the reconnoitering cavalry on the previous day, 
going along the Vaughn road to Hatcher's run, 
where, after some skirmishing, it drove the rebels 
from their intrenchments on the west side of that 
stream and took possession of them. The rebels 
subsequently made demonstrations indicating an 
intention to endeavor to retake the works, but 
finally fell back about a mile and a half to another 
position, and the Union soldiers retained their 
prize. Gen. Miles’s loss in the skirmishing was 
only 17 wounded men. And the same day our 
troops landed opposite the Dutch Gap, and drove 
away the sharpshooters who had been annoying 
our workmen on the canal, establishing some rifle 
pits to protect them till their work was finished. 


GEORGIA. 


It is announced from rebel sources, that Gon. 
Sherman was within 25 miles of Savannah on the 
7th inst. There had been some skirmishing on 
his recent march, but no important engagement, 
It was thought, however, that s battle would be 
fought before Savannah. By this time, probably, 
that city has been invested, if not captured. Tho 
National army, under Gen. Foster, had destroyed 
tho Pocotaligo bridge and maintained their posi- 
tion. 


TENNESSEE. 

The situation remains unchanged. Gen. Thomas 
has concentrated our army willin the defences of 
Nashville, around which Gen, Hood has drawn 
the rebel army. ‘The general opnnen 18 that 


Tnomas purpusely retreated to Nashville, draw- 


ing the rebel army after him, in order to prevent 
Hood from following in Sherman’s rear. 
MISSOURI. 

The accounts are very satisfactory from this 
quarter. With the exception of a few guerillas, 
there is no rebel force in the State. Gen. Dodge 
has superseded Gen. Rosecrans in the command of 
the West. 

SOUTH CAROLINA. 


From rebel sources we learn that a batile had 
been fought on the 30th of Nov., near Graham- 
ville, on the line between Charleston and Savan- 
nah, between a Union force under command of 
Gen. Hatch, although Major-Gen. Foster accom- 
pahied the expedition. Our troops ascended 
Broad river on the 29th of Nov., and arrived ai 
Boyd’s neck at daylight next morning, about eight 
miles from Honeyhill, where the battle was fought. 
When our troops reached Honeyhill they found 
the enemy occupying a strong position, which 
they assailed with great gallantry, but after seven 
hours hard fighting, were compelled to fall back 
about three miles, where they took up a strong 
position, awaiting reinforcements, which arrived 
during the night. The rebels were commanded 
by Gustavus W. Smith. The Richmond papers 
claim a victory, and set their loss down as 200, and 
ours at 700, when the real state of the case is just 
the reverse. 


Tue second session of the Thirty-eighth Con- 
gress opened on Monday, the 5th of Dec., and the atien- 
dance was unusually full, all feeling the importance of 
the occasion. 

On the. following day the President transmitted to 
both Houses his customary annual Message. The re- 
ports of the Secretary of the Interior, the Secretary of 
the Navy, the Secretary of the Treasury and the Post- 
master-General were also laid before Congress. ‘There 
has been no business of special importance transacted 
as yet, the time having been chiefly occupicd in pre- 
liminary measures. 





TOWN COSSIP. 


First Snow! Beautiful Snow! has fallen 
upon New York. Upon the morning of the 10th it 
came down, ‘and according to the prophecy of the 
dame of ye ancient time, we are to have ten snows this 
winter, or one for every day of the month that sees the 
first fall. Of course the prophecy is true, for what old 
woman’s saying is not. ; 

When New York awoke upon that morning a genera 
thrill of delight ran over her to see the streets and 
housetops all dressed in their raiment of snowy white. 
There was an odor of Christmas about it, a dreamy 
thought of weddings and bridal favors, and a wild exul- 
tant grasping at jingling bells, flying horses, gracious 
furs,squeezed hands,merry violins, hot whiskey punches, 
a jolly dance, a splendid supper to a splendid appetite, a 
grand drive home and pleasant dreams for a week. But, 
alas! the first snow, though it‘lay deep)}in the streets, 
was destined to be but a dream. At daylight, and for 
an hour or two after, there were jingling bells along our 
highways, but with them came rain and sleet, and 
before midday the sleighs were scattered, high boots 
and looped petticoats were in requisition, and New 
York looked blacker than the clouds, and blessed in 
one breath the streets and the clerk of the weather. 
The purgation of the town after a snowstorm we regard 
as one of the most serious trials to temper, boots and 
clothes that New York has to contend with. Some- 
times we wish that the whole metropolis was under 
one great roof, and that beautiful snow could not evcn 
whistle itself through the chinks. The days and some- 
times weeks of slush, filth and dank puddles are a 
terrible penalty to pay for perhaps a single day of 
sleighing and jollity. There is another poiut to be con- 
sidered, whichis, that snowstorms of late years in New 
York city are failures. The days of good old-fashioned 
storms, and four feet of snow on a level, have gone by. 
If New York gets 12 inches and 24 hours of sleighing sho 
does well, and should be grateful. This falling off is 
readily accounted for, and the cause is this. New York 
has grown to cover a great space of ground, and within 
*her limits a great mass of fuel is consumed. The result 
is that the city grows warmer covery day. We keep our 
houses warmer than we did 20 years ago, to say nothing 
of the great factories and foundries belching forth hot 
smoke night and day, all to warm the strata of air that 
hangs over the town, and help melt the snow or warm 
the rain before it reaches the carth, and when it does 
reach there it meets a warmer embrace ; for could the 
fact be known,“we would venture a fortune on the 
assertion that the ground and stones of New York city 
average ten degrees warmer than they did a score ot 
years ago, And this is, according to our theory, tlic 
reason why we will have no more real old-fashiouc« 
snowstorm in New York, and why, if it does come, a 
heavy fall of snow will not lie. 

While upon the subject of snow we may as well say a 
word about ice. In a few days the Frost King will be 
upon us, and we shall all go mad upon skating. Central 
Park Lake, 5th Avenue Pond and a hundred others will 
be in everybody’s mouth, and he or she who does not 
skate will be simply a nobody. At the Central the 
preparations for the coming of his majesty have already 
been made. A new refreshment-house has been built 
on the upper pond, and, as usual, everthing will be 
served in a conglomerated way to eat and drink, exce)’t 
those imbibab’es which the Commissioners havo declare! 
contraband. The same parties will have the charge 
as last year, and it is to be hoped that they will not 
undertake to grow rich in a day, but will allow a pour 
wretch who has been deluded into bringing ono or two 
lady friends for a skate to go away with at loast thx 
shadow of a greenback about his clothes. 

The Fifth Avenue Pond is also in full order, and Mr. 
Oatman, who has managed it with such ability in the 
past, has called to his assistance Col. Van Dyke, a cail 
which does not argue that the m ement will be 
worse. The season will commence on the 12th inet., 
and all information can be had at the Fifth Avenue 
—— the season bids fair to be one of the gayest 
New York has seen for many years, and we intend in 
this columm to record its gaieties, and for the purpose 
of assisting in this laudable ambition, we call upon 
every one who is posted in the doings of fashionabl 
life to assist us in the task. 

New York goes periodically mad about something, and 
that something, just now, is petroleum. Everybody 16 
in petroleum, and petroleum has rather walked into # 
There is one thing in petroleum that re- 





good many. 

commends it beyond the morts multicaulis bubble of 
our own Jand, or the tulip manm of Holland, which 16 
that there hes resl wealth at the bottum of thix © ov 
ment. The fear is nota an iavertment 16 & reat } 
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derstood, and a break-up is the consequen 
the odium of the aftals om these table end 30 
sponsible — who have -_ 5 ee 
rectors, an them m yum! 

~ ving bugged 


This is the manner of doing up 4 com , and 
strange to cay many of the effairs get on _— 
tively botter than those that have a real f 
which fact we suppose is simply owing to business 
management, sharpers invariably being more active 
and wide-awake than honest men. There are at this 
mowent not Jess than 600 companies under 


for a cheap engraver. Forbes hrs a clever — No. 
104, ‘* Water from the Brook,” lifelixe and forcible, and 
giving ye for the artist’s future when he shall 
ha color. In the third gallery is another 
picture by the same artist, with the same merit and the 
same defect, No. 213, ‘A Little too Hot.” 

In the second are some cra; 


uisite things, Nos. 
155, 156 and 157, by Birket Foster, warm in color and 
worth lingering over for an hour. 

In we have Leutse’s “ the 
it for the name of the artist would 
be passed the clayey school, and ae unattractive 
es 40 muchgevas can well be made. No 188 is a little 
dash of p) it color, by Nehlig, called *‘ After the Wed- 
~ ¥ - = By ed baggy ~~ gu ¥ is 
good, we uy} and ex ve, but heavy. 0. 
196, ** « Lighthouse,” by Poltievin, is alive and attrac- 
tive. Thomas Nast has a picture here, No. 203, ‘‘The 
Yankee Decoy,”’ which we look upon as one of the best 
picturcs of the exhibition; another, No. 212, also by this 
artist, “‘ The Halt,” is worthy attention. Why is it that 
pictures with pretentious vames are all marked sold, 
while such as these remain? Gifford has a good 
picture here, “The Camp of the 7th Regiment,” No. 


207. 

In the fourth gallery there is a picture by Edwards, 
ty - friend, but pag hag J eee, on oe , No. 
243 ; a charming one by er, No. “The tting 
School;” and “The Ooast of Labrador,” Ro. 254, by 
Bradford—all more than good, 

We hold the great fault of this exhibition to be that 
our artists 4 y exhibited er aon pictures. 
Thia, applies cases except those of a few yo 
men, who have reputations to gain, and have done the 
best that time allowed them to do. Haste in executive 
art, as in all things else, is part of American character, 


realise this, 
more commendable exhibitions, 
Our Amusemonts. 
It is hard to turn the head in any direction and not 
want cies aid Rrospeeity. Every house is crowded 
r and every manager wearing a smiling 
face, that seems to say that he sets criticism at defiance. 


What cares a for criticism when his house is 
crowded nightly ? Mr. Crummels care when he 
roduces “The e Red- 
Pegged Pirate of the Southern Seas,” with all the 


original effects, if the entire ; ress denounce it as an 
immoral production, and calculated to teach the 

idoa to be peughty, if his house is overcrowd: 
every evening? Notes whit. He caters for the public, 
not for the press, and as long as the “ Red- 
Pirate’ has a single leg to go upon he can afford to set 
the newspapers at ance, and put up mammoth 
posters outside the box-office that say ‘‘Tho froe list 
totally suspended !”’ 

There has been no positive sensation this week in 
theatricals, the nearest approach to it being the legiti- 
mate and Edwin Booth as It oo pechepe, 
in the day pony hag te Foyer | Mr. *s Ham- 
Jot, but we can say something co: 
ment for the manner in which they have put it u: 
the stage, by declaring it yp at 

ave been successful in pu = the 


boards in a way that is calcu to the 
goers of the tday. We flatter ourselves that we 
are sensible in our a) of the bard, but 





effects that can be 
brought to bear upon them. We do not think the Now 
York stage has advanced in this point, and have no 
hesitation in that has been done ae 
well since Charles Kean “ Richard IIL.” and 
“ King John,” at the old twenty years ago. 
burial scene, as given at Winter Garden, is good, and 
brought tc “-:x mind the night tent scene in Richard of 
the olden time, and in saying this we cannot conceivo a 
higher compliment. 

There is a great satisfaction in once more seeing this 
house crowded in every part, and we can only wonder, 
if they fill the house for ‘‘ Hamlet,”” what will the public 
do when more popular plays are 

Ww week “ Masks 


allack has given us during the past 
and Faces,” * Soret Felicity,”’ and **To Marry or Not 
to ?” ‘In the latter Henriques has been 
obliged to take the part of Hester, that in which Miss 
Gannon made so decided a hit, the latter lady being 
taken suddenly ill. This week Boucicault’s new play, 
“How She Loves Him |!" will be presented. 

At the Olympic this week we are also to have some 
te ae — ae dramatic ——_ in the 
wor! n the pe of a new spectacu ma, en- 
titled “‘ The Streets ot New York,” which we presamo 
to be the same thing that was produced years ago under 
the title of “The Poor of New York.” That the Picco 
is will draw under the admirable producing of this house 
more than a fact, and if it has becn rehashed and brought 
down to tho requirements of tho Gay, we seo no reason 
why it should not be just as good as new. 

Of the Broadway we have nothing to say. Mr. John 
Owens is going on nightly playing Solon Shingle, and 
the people are crowding the house to that uncomfort- 
able degree that we fowl suro the managemcut must be 
disgusted to the highest degree. Through the weok 
Buckstone’s comedy of “ The Happiest Day of My Lifo”’ 
has beon given. Wo envy Owens the reputation he is 
making in New York almost as much as we ouvy tho 
managoment the greonbacks that come in a stoaly 
stream through the box-offico window. 

Every American ought to go once, if no moro, even 
though ho does not undcrstand a word of the language, 
' the Theatre Frangaix, that he may know what lively 
ting in, and sce a performance in which the very 
lowest performer secnas to have and to show a positivo 
interest in the business of the play. 

One of the lucky ones of the day is Heller. His roonis 
ire crowded every night, and, setting an example from 
which New York managers may copy, even while the 
ol programme is drawing crowds, he changes it for 
entirely new. Thecoming week he will pr: 


sent an entertainment of a novel character, 
being © combination of and Raveliam, cal- 
somewhat to startle those who are not believers 


in the supernatural. 
Artemus Ward is another instance of 


could not 
week, to Dodworth’s Hall. On Th my 
15th inst., Artemus lectures for the benefit of Mr. E. F. 
the well-known comic artist, who is very ill at 


wares by threes: three 
Giants, tree Dwarfs, ttc Fa Girls, three 








EPITOME OF THE WEEK. 


De A woman, at Wilton, Me., recently 
Pen Bo ge 
qoany put on her rubbers ore, going to do the 


—— Gen. John Pope has gone to the Army of the 
Potomac. 


—— The Gloucester (Mass.) fishery this year has re- 
sulted well. The catch of mackerel will a hand- 
some profit. Nine vessels and 78 men were in the 
cod fisheries, 


—— The Illinois State Sanitary Commission has ar- 
ranged to meet Sherman’s army, with the released 
Union on the Atlan 


cargo of potatoes, onions, pickles and dried fruit. 

in New Orleans, recently, Jacob 
Barker incidentally, that when Robert 
Fulton’s machinery, for the first steamboat, came trom 
the manufactory, nd, to New York, it was con- 
signed to him, and it ly remained in his commis- 
sion wareh six ths before the money could be 
raised to pay the charges of importation. 

—— Monticello, Thomas Jefferson’s old homestead, 
has been soid, under the sequestration law, to B. F. 
Ficklin, for $80,500. 

—— Hon. James Speod, of Kentucky, has been a: 
polnted to succeed Mr. Bates as Attorney-General. vis 


—-Mr. G. W. Childs, the eminent publisher, of 


Philadelphia, has purchased the Public Ledger news- 
paper of that city. 





Lynn, Sp eld and New Bedford, all 
secondary cities of Massachusetts, are to be supplied 
with water, just as New York, Philadelphia and Boston 
are—from contiguous lakes. 


—— The steamer Bay State, which used to run be- 
tween New York and Fall River, has been condemned 
and broken up. She was the pioneer of the line, on which 
she has served for 17 years. 


—— More than 79,000 trees, shrubs and herbaceous 
plants were planted in the Central Park last year. The 
Sumeiage drive, now completed, is about 80 miles in 
length. 

au A le firm, of Pittsburg, @hio, is obtaining 
160 barrels of oilevery day. It sells for $24 per barrel 
This is one of the most remarkable “ strikes ’’ recorded 
in the history of the oil excitement. 


—— There are, it is said, 50,000 Chinexe in tlig 
country. 

—— The widow of Joshua R. Giddin;"s died at Jeffer- 
son, Ashtabula county, Ohio, on the 15th ult, 


—— A dancer in one of tlic Cincinnati theatres came 
to a sad death lately. She had been dancing, and in 
me me from the greenroom to the stage, drank a tum- 

of ive-water, from the effects of which she 
dropj'cd dead in full view of the audience. She was 
coed ee identification, ina few minutes. Her pro- 
tessi: name was Millie Francis. 


—— A Boston paper publishes the following facts and 
correspondence: “ Mrs. Bixby, a lady in the southern 
portion of this city, whose case has excited much sym- 
pathy, had six sons enlisted in the Union army, five of 
whom have been killed in battle, and the is now 
atthe U. 8. H tal at Readville. Being in indigent 
circumstances, she has received assistance from some 
of the churches and Christian women of Boston. Her 
lonely abode has been made cheerful by the receipt of 
the following letter from President Lincoln: 

“Executive Mansion, Washington, 
Nov. 21, 1864. 

** Dear Madam—I have been shown, in the files of the 
War Department, a statement of the Adjutant-Genoral 
of Massachusetts, that you are the mother of five sons, 
who have diced eloriously on the field of battle. 

‘I feel how weak and fruitless myst be any words of 
mine which should attempt to beguile you from the 

ef of a loss so overwhelming. But I cannot refrain 

m tendering to you the consolation that may bo found 
in the thanks of the Republic they died to savo. 

“I pray that our Heavenly Father may assuago the 
anguish of your bereavement, and leave you only tho 
cherished memory of the loved and lost, and the 
solemn pride that must be yours, to have laid so costly 
4 sacrifice upon the altar of Freedom. 

* Yours, very sincerely and respectfully, 
“Mrs, Bixby. A. Linconn.”’ 
—— Coal has been discovered at Fort Rice, in Dacotah. 
One vein is six feet thick, The field 


—— The last party from Virginia City, Idaho, wero 
pee ob db the coach on one occasion, and the 
we or was extremely cold. At Fort Hallock there was 
a large quantity of snow, and the weather was intensely 
= a was four foet aay.’ between Denver and 
Colorado City on election » Nov. and two and a 
half feet at Denver. _ 


— Gen. Butler, in an order & member of 
the Colored Light Artillery, py yh says: 
** He was in a state of intoxication, which is reported as 
beastly; but that is evidently a mistake, as beasts do 
not get drunk.” 


— The yomy y Amervcan estates that, to the 
heavy tax, there is an immense falling off in the con- 
sumption of tobacco. 


— The great breach in the Erie Canal, 12 miles west 
of Rochester, which has caused a promature suspension 
of navigation, was occasioned by the boring of a musk- 
rat. In two hours after the small leak was discovered, 
50,000 square yards of earth were washed out of the 
bank. 


—— Tho commandant of Libcy prison issuod a strin- 
gent order that Union prisoners must limit their letters 
to six lines. The following is a specimen of the letters 
subsequently written: 

“My Dear Wire—Yours received—no hope of ex- 
change—sen1 corn starch—want socks—no monoy— 
rhoumatiem in left shoulder—pickles very i—eend 
sausagve—God bless you—kiss the baby—Hail Colum- 
bia! Your devoted husband. _-.” 


—— Nearly 600 National banks have been oryanize:), 
with capitals amounting *o about $109,000,000. Isn’t it 
time to stop? 

— Ap army correspondent of the New York Com- 
mercial Advertiscr says of the Dutch Gap Canal: “ It will 
be 500 fect in length, or, including dredging, in water, 
6560 fect. Ite breaith at the top of the cut is 125, and at 
the bottom 66 fevt, the sides having very sterp slopes, 
It will have 16 fowt of water at low tides (those being 
slighUy felt hore). Thie short cut will soon wave 4 navi- 
ration of seveu milos, the Southern whore beyond that 
point boing bigh aud precipilvus.”” The canal is sulb- 
stantially finished. 

—— la & recent speech at Cincinnati, Ex-Secretary 
and uew Chief Justice Chaso anid: “ Now, 1 take no 


particular pleasure in being called * greenbacks.’ { 
don't think «tix a bad ware. But then preenbacke wan 
not the end of wy design by a long waye. UF I wer 


eortyivug ont thie plan, as L hope ant trust it will be en. 





ried out, and as our platiorm pleriges the Administra 


tion to do, the time will not be remote when, su 
properly by Congress 


© never should content ourselves until we ve 
brought up every paper dollar issued by Congress toe 


ted States, ae thio pear oh will edd 70,000 t6 
ear’s 
that number. . 

—— An association hes been organized at Alton, IL, 
to raise a monument to the memory of Lovejoy, the 
Abolitionist, who was shot there, years ago. 

-—— The official majority of votes cast for Gen. Mc- 
Clellan in Mr. Lincoln’s own county of Sangamon, Ilin- 
ois, is 376, - 

—— The Arabia, of the Cunard line of steamers, has 
been sold. 

—— It is stated that the Secretary of War has decided 
that colored recruits are entitled to the same bounty as 
white recruits, viz., $100 for one year, $200 for two 
years, and $300 for three years. Representative recruits 
are also entitled to this bounty, without regard to color, 


—— A young lady in Richmond, N. H., recently shot 
a too presuming g: t, killing him instantly. A free 
use of this sort ot discipline might be beneficial to male 
society. 

—— The resignations of the following named officers 
have been accepted by the President: Major-Gen. John 
A. McClernand, Brig.-Gen. E. A. Payne, Drig.-Gen. Neal 


—— Gen. Butler has issued an order mustering out of 
service several officers of colored troops, for incapacity 
and other more 

—— New molasses is sold at $1.20 cents a gallon at 
New Orleans. 


—— Up to the 30th of Nov. last, 175,352 immigrants 
-—. — at Lf LF 1st, from foreign 
exceeds the on of last year, in the 

same time, by 30,000, 

—— It is stated that there are, WF panne between 
600 and 600 deserters from the Fed: army, in the im- 
mediate vicinity of Niagara Falls, on tue Canada side, 
most of whom have obtained bounties. They are in a 
wretched condition. Some of them are working on the 
Great Western Railroad, as laborers, for very small com- 
pensation. 


— A new dramatic and musical has been com- 
menced in New York. It is 0° Figaro. It is 
edited by Mr. Greathed, of London and Paris. 


—— The Musical Review will be hereafter published 
under the name of the Weekly Review. It will be edited 
by Mr. C. B. Seymour, dramatic and musical critic of 
the New York Times. 


—— The New York Leader is to be converted into an 
evening paper, under the name of the Evening Leader. 


-—— Lord Lyons has left Washington, and sails for 
London this week. It is doubtful whether he will re- 
turn. His of Legation will transact the busi- 
ness of the mission in the meanwhile. His lordship 
will be much missed from a position he has filled with 
credit to himself and advantage to both countries. He 
is in feeble health, caused by ovorworking his mind. 


—— Mr. Horatio Alger, Jr., an occasional contributor 
to this paper, has received and accepted a call to become 
me pastor of the Unitarian Church and Society in Brews- 


Poreign.—During a festive gathering in Venice, 
consisting of the officers of an Austrian regiment and a 
number of ladies, an Orsini bomb fell into their midst, 
through the skylight. Owing to the capsule falling of", 
the bomb did not explode, ad ic done so the loss of 
lite would have been great. 


—— The waters of the Rhone have risen nearly 20 feet, 
and are still rising. They are within 18 inches of the 
height they attained in 1840, when so much damage 
was done. It is said that these inundations occur four 
times in a century. , 


—— Punjaub coal has been tried in tho locomotives 
of the Punjaub railroad, in India, and found to answer 
admirably. 


= 

—— A writer in the Quarterly says, that * the 
reason why the French are so ill-informed is that they 
read only newspapers !’’ 


—— An English justice has refused to grit 1 warrant, 
which a person of the name of Ward applie:! for, against 
the Davenport Brothers, on the charge of jvit!i,; money 
under false pretenses, alleging that the Davenport 
seances were such “‘silly exhibitions,”” that no one 
attending them could be said to have his money taken 
from his pockets “under false pretences,” te the 
applicant “that it was another instance of a fool and his 
money soon % 


—— Anot'ier cnormity has been committed in an 
English railway carriage, this time i a third-class ove. 
A well-dressed young man undressed himself before a 
number of ladies, and then pitched his clothes on tu tho 
track. He was viven in charge at the next station, in 
td naturalibus. He was, of course, found to bo 

ic. 


—— The lawsuit between the Hungarian families of 
Wusyady and Broukay, which has beon progressing for 
180 years, has beun settled at last in favor of the Broukay 

ly, who retain their estate. There have been only 
two lawsuits equal to this in period of time; one in 
Florence, which was also recently adjudicated, and 
which had been pare 331 years, and ono in Eng- 
land between two ches of the Scymour family. 
which had been 274 yoars in litigation. '‘Tuis was ecttlal 
when Lord Brougham was Lord Chancellor. 


—— The Duke of Somerset, ——_ yr by five 
members of tho English Admiralty, arrived at 
Algiers, in the Government ne Euchautross. Those 
gentlemen are c ed by her Majesty's Govorument 
with the duty of ting the principal porte on the 
Mediterranean sea. 


—— Seven nightingales havo arrivod safely at Me)- 
bourne from England. 


— M. Auber, the musical com t, is seriously ill, 
and as he has his 85th birthday, his friends 
naturally begin bo apprehensive that bis vigor will 
not share the immortality of his works. 

—— An early winter is reported in Russia. Slodging 
began in Olentz on the 2sth of September. 

— A railway is to be constructed from Vera Cruz to 
some port on the Pacific coast. The task of making it 
has been committed to M. Escandon by imperial de- 
cree, He receives a bonus of $8,000,000. 


—— Adelina Patti is to sing at the French capital iv 
“ L'Elisir d'Amore,”’ with Naudin, Delle Sodie and Sca- 
lose. 

London is now connected with Sidon and Jeru- 
salem by telegraph. How strange to see the old Bible 
lands invaded by modern improvements and inven- 
tions! 


—— The Madrid correspondent of a London paper 
writes: *‘ The manitime forve of Spain is at a very low 
ebb. They have about 27 steam vessels of not more 
than 7,500 horse power in the aggregate, the greater 
proportion of these veseels being of small tonnuage,”’ 


— An English paper anffounces the reappearance 
of M. Mires upon tho fivancial stage. It says: “That 
wonderful man, M. Mirés, who ia pever so little in difl- 
cultics as when he is ruined, aud who jumps up, Anteus- 
like, the fresher from a bad fall, is now about to etart a 
*\anque des Kate,’ capital 200,000,000 france, and 
already I learn that the shares are in ; reat requost.”” 





— The Eeclosiastic Convention at Paris have resolved 
to tex crinoline—all Luiies, therefore, whe occupy chaira 
at divine worship are to pay one franc for low mass aud 
one-an.t-e-hali tranes fur high mass. Their basis of 
calculation ix that a modern lady takes up thrice the 
space of one of the avcient régime. This plan mizht bo 
adoplod here with advantage. 

—— A Lungarian buy, avert 14, hae boon sentenced te 
five yours tneprisgamieent for haves on hee peron a bowk 





in Weich were written sane disrespectful woids about 
t heuperer oft \eewfrta 


PEACE OR WAR. 
BY ROSENBERG. 
(See pages 216-217.) 


From the Lake and from the Mountain, 
From the Valley and the Plain, 
We have thronged to save our Country ; 
Which shall not be rent in twain— 
With true hearts and earnest hands 
We have raised the Stripes and Stars, 
Facing Cannon-shot and Sword-stroke, 
Daring Grave and Prison-bars! 


One, our p —One, our Prayer— 
That the Land which is our own, 
Shall be ours, and be our Brother's, 
Ever his and ours, alone. 
We love him—-but, he must not tear 
Apart the soil, our Fathers made 
Free, by the red blood freely shed 
To British Bayonet and Blade. 


Gladly would we call him to us, 
With a loyal, loving heart— 
Bid him share with us our homestead— 
Take an Elder Brother's part. 
But ho shall not trample down 
The Banner that our Fathers reared— 
By their troubles and their struggles, 
“Tenfold to our souls cndeared. 


Let him tell us, he repents him— 
Let him raise their Flag, once more, 
And with opencd arms we take him 
To the heart he shared before. 
Wherefore holds he still sway, then? - 
Will he not in patience hear? 
Does he hate ns with « deadly 
Hatred ?-- for it 1s not Fear. 


Southern blood is frank and fearless, 
Even as our own may be— 

Southern Hearts are strong yet tender, 
As our own are quick and free. 

Why, then, comes he not to bid us 
To forget?- we know we will, 

For we have loved him. In God's name, 
Do we swear, we love him still! 


Therefore, let him hear us crying 
To him, with a yearning cry— 
“Brother! Hearken to our prayer— 
“ Let not love and kinship die. 
“Come! We ask thee with an eager 
‘Will, and with a burning word— 
«« By the passion and the trouble, — = 
‘To our inmost heart-strings stirred. 


If he will not heed our outcry 
He deserves nor hope nor friend, 
But, willing the red scourge of warfare, 
Dares it to the bitter end. 
‘In God’s name! then—Brother, hear us! 
‘‘ While Time is, we call thee. Come! 
‘Tread not out that love whose tender 
‘* Accent calls thee to it—home!” 


Some ten years ago Aloxandro Dumas pub- 
lished a largo novel, scrially, in a political journal, 
The heroine was ropr ted as a porson suffering from 
covsumption, tho first stage of which was already 





Her perspiration, cough, irritability and moodin “Bs, by 
oe gay and melancholy, thoso poetic flights of her 
imagination ; in short, the wholo cateyory of phthisis 
were portrayed with that golden pen which the celebrated 
novelist still so defiantly bolds. 

One morning, as he was about to conclado his work, 
a distinguished person from tho court of Louis Philippe 
called to see the author. 

The Marquis de was announced: 

“Sir,” says the marquis, ‘‘is your novel finished?’ 

“Entirely,” was the reply. A 

“And what becomes ot the he: oino in the end ? 

*“ You are fond of rare things, Monsieur le Marquis," 
says the novelist, laughing; ‘or clse you wish to read 
in Arabian stylo—boginning at the ond.” ? 

“T have,”’ repliod the visitor, “ & more sorious motive 
to justify my curiosity.” | 

“Well, then,” says Dumaé, ‘‘ my poor sufforer dics in 
the last chapter.” 
= ano weuth recover in that caso,” said his excellency. 
* But the plan has boou carricd out.” . 

“Then the conclusion must bo altored.’ 

* But the dénouement is excceding)ly striking.” 

“ Anothor must be found, however, and you may do- 
nid upon m titude.”’ 

Dene stane with astonishment at the seignour. 

“Why requiro this of a fictitious person?” said 





**Bocause my only daughter suffers tho same malady 
and the same synptoms you have described, and tho 
death of your heroine woukl be @ mortal blow to the 
morale of my poor child, who follows ber adventures 
jously in every morning's paper.” 

on The faz-famed walle pressed the father’s hand. lic 
revised the last part of his novel. ‘The heroine was mir- 
aculously cured. 

Five years afterwards Dumas met a beautiful lady, of 
trauneccndent charma, in the salon of M, de Montalivet; 
she was the marquis’s daughter, married, and in the 
bloom of health. 

“She bas bad four children,” said her father, in in- 
troducing her. 

oe and oy book four editions,”’ answered the novolist. 








Homan Feer.—The French foot is meagre, 
narrow and bony; the Spanish is emall and elegantly 
formed—thanks to ite Mvorish blood, corresponding 
with the Castilian prido—* high in the instop.” Tho 
Arab is proverbial for its high arch; “ a stroam can run 
under the hollow of it.”” The foot of the Scotch is large 
and thick; that of the Irieh flat and square; the 
English short and fleshy. The Avcrican foot ia apt to 
bo disproportionately small. A foot, for both beauty 
and speed, shoukl be arched, firly rounded, aud_its 
leryth proportioned to the leit of the porson. Tho 
ankle, oxpecialiy of woman, shuvull be rounded and 
firm, and nut tov suull. 


A woman, whoso hushuul was wont to snore 
lowdly at night, could not «sleep in his aleenee, wntil 
whe init npon the expevtiont of having a servant cone 
inte het chateber, aid ptie!l cofler on prretal fee pearl, 
by the sound of which she woe speedily soothed to 





repose. 








FRANK LESLIE’S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 
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AL Artist, JosePH Becker. 


THE STORES.—From a SKETCH BY OUR Sprc: 
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ARMY OF THE POTOMAUC—SCENE AT WARREN STATION—OUR SOLDIERS RECEIVE THE PEOPLE’S GIFT—DISTRIBUTION OF THANKSGIVING VIANDS TO TROOPS OF THE 5re AND 9mm CORPS—COMMISSARY SUTER WEIGHING OUT 








—From A SKETCH BY OUR Sprciat Artist, JOSEPH BEcKER. 
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FRANK LESLIE’S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 
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BOUNTY JUMPERS’ PARADE, AT INDIANAPOLIS, INDIANA: SUPERINTENDED BY OOL. WABNER. 


WHAT ANTIETAM WAS TO ONE. | cit cerctuny, or it would chate his aide” 


sit carefully, or it would chafe his ankle, 


A NATIONAL SONG. 


** You don’t think she doesn’t want to, Gil?” 
BY THOMAS POWELL. 


He shook his head. 





** Have you had anything to eat, Gil ?” 

iti No.” 

** For how long ?” 

The thunder must have drowned the sound of | ‘Since breakfast.” 

my voice, for nothing answered me. Just thena| “Oh, Gill” I said woefully. He laughed 4 low, 

vivid flash of lightning streamed in through the | bitter laugh, such as makes one shiver. 

crevices of the garret grindow, lighting up the | ‘‘ How long havo you been hero !” 

great dismal room for an instant, and revealing a| “Three days and two nights.’ 

form stretched at full length upon the bgre floor. “What for?” I asked, in low tones, thé terrors 
“Gil!” I called in a loud whisper, aking | Of a suffering childhood creeping over me, 

quickly, lest another peal of thunder should pre- 


Waen driven by a despot’s wrath, SS SSUES W, SAREE. 
Our Pilgrim Fathers, led by God, 
Found o’er the billows’ foaming path 
A land which tyrants never trod— 

On the bare deck this anthem rings, 


“ Life to the Freemen—Death fo Kings!” 


“Gm!” 


“IT didn’t get home until after dinner,” I con- 
tinued, “and she has been crying all the after- 
noon. She told me where you were ; and I’m quite 
sure she wasn’t asleep when I came through her 
room. You know it doesn’t do for hor to say any- 
thing.” 








‘They passed the darkness of the niylt, 

And rode through many a blinding storm, 
Till sleeping in the snowdimmed light, 

A New World stretched its giant form-- 
Loud on the shore the anthem rings, 

‘* Life to the Freemen—Death to Kings!” 


Marshalled in battle’s grim array, 

A Power which shames the Roman might 
Marked the young Nation for its prey, 

And dared it to the unequal fighf— 
On victory’s plain the pran rings, 

** Triumph to Freemen--Shame to Kings!” 


Though Treason with its demon stride 
Raged for awhile throughout the land, 
Soon in calm Freedom’s grasp it died, 
And Peace now rules with placid hand— 
On hill and plain the anthem rings, 
‘*Traitors have shared the doom of Kings.” 


Hail, great Republic of the west, 

Thou Homestead of the brave and free, 
The ready friend of the opprest, 

The chosen shrine of Liberty— 
Taught by thy voice, each Freeman sings, 


“The Pilgrims’ sons havo strangled ' 


Kings!” 


Long may thy glorions flag, unfurled, 
Float proudly on from shore to shore, 

The hope and glory of the world, 
When banded Despots are no more 

Thy Stars -to cheer the struggling Free, 

Thy Stripes---the scourge of Tyranny.” 





over the rafter to which it was confined. 
Ts it you, Lot?” 
** Yes.” 
“Go back!” he said, almost roughly. 





TUE DYING DRUMMER-BOY AND IIIS SISTER IN TIE SURGEON'S TENT, 


went my being heard. The boy moved slowly, 
and the rope that held him by the ankle creaked 


“Not yet,” I replied, catching the deep vibra- 
tions of pain underlying his sullen words. Crash 
followed crash, as if the heavens were rushing to 
conflict in wild dismay. The house shook under | the muttered reply. 
the recling thunderbolts like one to be annihilated 
by the fury of the storm ; but we were not fright- | know.” 
ened ; we were not timid children, Gilbert, at 
least, was little more than a child yet. Another 
blinding flash filled the room. Gilbert was sitting | prise. 
as upright now as he could. The rope was too 





** Because I went into the streets without his 
leave, and he found my boots worn from kicking 
ball with the boys—as he would have it. I playa 
great deal, you know,” he added, sneeringly. It 
was the old story. A pang smote me, to think I 
had been spending happy days all this time away 
from homé, 

“I’ve brought you some nice supper,” I said, 
lowering my voice as the storm began to abate. 
**T don’t want any of his cursed victuals,” was 





“Oh, yes, you'll cat for mother and me, you 


He asked in softer tones where mother was. 
* Hasn’t she been to see you?” I asked in sur- 





**No,” he said sadly. 





THE GRAVES OF MOTHER AND SON. 


He sat munching greedily at tho food I brought 
him. The storm was going over, and snatches of 
moonlight straggling in at the broken window 
showed how pale and ghostlike he had grown since 
I went away, a month before. ‘* Why did I leave 
' him?” I asked myself reproachfully ; “him I love 
| better than anything in tho wide world, even mo- 
| ther.” I remember how proud and happy I was 
' years before, when he was a large, boautiful baby, 
, and I a little girl of five, trying almost vainly to 
| Rold his chubby, struggling form in my weak arms. 
The great trouble then was that I could not keep 
him quict and happy in my arms. What was it 
now? He broke in on these thoughts. 
| “You'd better go back, Lot, it’s getting lightcr, 
“you see.” @ 
. “No, not yet. I wouldn't care, anyhow, only 
for you. Didn't you want mo, Gil ?” 

**No!” he replied sullenly, ‘I didn’t want any- 
thing, only to dic. How I hate him!” he said, 
raising his great black cyes to mine, full of bitter- 
ness and ghastly murder. ‘‘ Why, Lot,” he went 
on, * I’ve prayed till I'm hoarse, here in this aw- 
ful storm, before you came, for God to strike him 
dead with the lightning. I’m like a devil, ain't 


"y” 
at 


Ho had caton the food, and lay back wearily on 
the floor. 
**No, no, it isn’t you that is so bad,” I said, the 
hot tears splashing over my checks all the while 
I was looking about the dim room for sompthing 
to make a pillow of. At last I found an old guilt 
in a barrel, and rolling it up, placed it under the 
suspended foot. 
| ‘Now Gil, lay yonr head on my lap and go to 
| sleep.” Ho did as I bade him, and soon fell into 
' & heavy sleap. I sat watching him until the moon 
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went down, and the first faint beams of light be- 
gan to penetrate the thick darkness that precedes 
the carly dawn, Then laying his head carefully 
on thofioor again, while I tore the quilt into parts, 
I placcd a comparatively comfortable pillow undcr 
head and foot, and softly kissing him as he slept, 
stole quickly down the stairs, passed through my 
parent’s apartment, and reached my own room un- 
observed. 

The next morning Gil was released, but did not 
make his appearance at the breakfast table. As 
soon as father went out for the morning, how- 
ever, he came in with a nervous air, and, walking 
straight up to where mother was sitting, put his 
arms about her neck, and kissed her passionately 
again and again. Then, after quick, hurried 
whispers, he said the good-bye we two had been 
dreading so long. We knew he would not bear it 
always. As soon as mother could speak, she said, 
oh, so wearily, so hopelessly : 

** You are going, my son ?” 

“* Yes, mother ; I’m going where I will never see 
him again,” he said, with slow, stinging emphasis. 
* And tell him, for my good-bye, mother, that he 
has made me hate him more than I love my own 
soul,” 

He looked fiercely beautiful, with the dark brown 
curls falling over his forehead, and the wild light 
gleaming in his eyes, as he etood for a moment 
facing mother. She caught him to her bosom 
again, and they held each other in a long, close 
embrace, and then he was gone. She covered her 
face with her hands and wept aloud. I rushed 
out swiftly after him, and overtook him at the end 
of the lane. He reached out his arm without 
stopping, and I linked mine in it as I came up. 

**T knew you would come, Lot.” 

“Yes. Where are you going ?” 

“I'm going into the army—war, death, any- 
thing but this, Lot—anything but this 
out of my life and my manhood. I’ve thought it 
all over—you know I’ve had time”—he added, 
sarcastically ; “and I’ve made up my mind to go, 
and if I’m killed, Lot, it’s a poor life that has gone 
perhaps in place of a better. Don’t say a word, 
don’t reproach me, don’t ask me to stay, and oh, 
how I'll love you,” he said, looking at me with 
earnest, imploring eyes. 

**No, no, how can I?” I said, pressing the arm 
I held closer in my grasp. 

He stopped suddenly, as if a new thought had 
struck him. A look of troubled anxiety overspread 
his face, as he asked in low, hurried tones : 

“But him! do you think he will send after 
me?” 

I feared he would, I knew it would be terrible, 
and my face seemed to satisfy him as to what I 
thought. 

** Dare you tell him what I say?” 

** Indeed I dare.” 

He drew his form up proudly, as if in defiance 
of his words, and went on rapidly : 

“Tell him I took money from his own drawer 
to take me where I am going, and if he dares to 
call me thief, I fling the words back in his teeth. 
Ask him what he has wrung from my meagre 
wants, what he has sapped from my cramped 
childhood ?” 

I remembered bitterly how he had taken mo- 
ther’s money that she was saving for Gilbert's 
education, and would not allow her to appropriate 
a cent of it for the purpose she desired, and my 
heart hardened like flint as he proceeded : 

‘Tell him he has robbed me of what can never 4 
be replaced, and that if he ever takes me, it will 
not be alive. No, Lot,” he added in low, deep 
tones, “ I will never look that man in the face 
again with these living eyes, til) he owns how in- 
humanly he has wronged me.” 

TI will tell him every word, Gilbert.” 

How could I, who knew all his sufferings, blame 
him? He stood a moment lost in thought, his 
eyes resting on the house that held mother, then 
starting, he said : 

“I must go!” 

** You will kiss me, Gil ?” 

**Don’t cry, Lot!” 

He turned to me with a look full of that fierce, 
hungry pleading that comes of despair. 

**No, dear, no. God bless you!” 

And we parted. I gave him all my strength, 
and went back, weak and shivering, to the place 
he had left. 

At dinner, as we three sat alone, I repeated, in 
cool, firm tones, word for word, Gilbert’s message 
to father. A frown like midnight gathered on his 
face, and when I had done, he eaid, in strong, re- 
lentless accents : 

** He has gone his way, and I will go mine. His 
name must never be mentioned in my presence.” 

And so it was. Throe weary weeks went by, and 
there came no intelligence from him after whom 
two hearte in that dreary household yearned so 
intensely. In the meanwhile I ordered a separate 
box at the post office, to prevent any chance ef a 
letter falling into my father’s hands, who, I was 
quite certain, would destroy it unread. At last 
our anxiety was relieved. A worn, sojiad letter, 
superscribed in Gil’s handwriting, was placed in 
my hand. It was mailed at Harrisburg. It said 
ho was a drummer-boy in a Pennsylvania regi- 
ment, which Was to leave their present camp as 
soon as their colonel—who was absent on a short 
furlough—returned to join the army of the Poto- 
mac. ‘Tell mother not to worry about me; and 
Lot, if I get sick or scratched, don’t you be trying 
to get to mo, the way you did that night in the 
garrct.” How well ho knew me, to divine the 
echemo I was maturing, as the ono solitary plea- 
sure of my barren life. Did he think to disarm 
mo of my resolution to go to him in case of harm, 
whon ho mado that weak protest? Indeed it only 
served to placo mo more seriously on the lookout 
for his interest. I was reading the letter to mo- 
ther, when father’s step was heard at the door. 
She made ono of hor quick, frightened motions to 
check me, but I read on, in the same dotermined 
voico with which I bad been reading. Ho stood 
in the doorway until I was donc, and was refolding 
the letter. I knew from tho hardness of his ail- 





ence that a storm was brewing, and the spirit 
within me rose to meet it. 

“Girl!” he said sharply. 

I rose to my feet, and turned towards him. 

**Send that letter back, and tell the boy to mind 
no more such come to this house.” 

“*T will do no such thing!” I answered, in a cold, 
inflexible voice, roused at this new evidence of 
his cruel tyranny. We stood facing each other, 
as parent and child seldom meet. If he saw in 
my face what I felt within me, it was no wonder 
that he turned pale, and left the room. Not that 
I was prone to be disrespectful, but injustice drove 
me almost prematurely to assert my own inde- 
dendence, 

Mother, who sat quailing in her easy-chair, with 
® look of helpless distress on her countenance, 
during this little scene, recovered horself, and said, 
with a look of relief: 

**T am glad my poor boy has yeu, Charlotte.” 

** Yes, mother, he has me. I have given myself 
to him,” 

You can do better than me. You won't fail 
him ?’” she asked, in her weak way, sinking back 
wearily in her chair. 

“No, mother, you may go easy for that.” 

It was settled between us now that she was dy- 
ing ; when we talked it was to the point. We had 
suffered too much together to spare each other by 
choosing feathery words. 

You'll remember all I say for him, Charlotte ?” 

“Yes, mother, and what you cannot, through 
weakness, say. I think your mother’s heart will 
come to me when you are gone, and keep it all 
fresh.” 

She looked up in her feeble, confiding manner, 
catching the intent of my words, and a look of 
satisfaction, as if she was deriving comfort from 
them, overspread her face. 

From that time a settled peace seemed to have 
rested upon her, and one day, after a night of un- 
usual suffering, she died calmly in my arms. 

I did not sink under this new trial, for I felt the 
burthen of two lives was upon me now. Father 
started terribly when he looked at the ghastly 
truthfulness of death in mother’s stricken form. 
Her cold face appealed to us both, but it was as 
helpless here as it had been in its desolate life 
pleadings. And we stalked through the echoing 
rooms of the old house, two solitary, unblending 
existences, 

Gil passed the Peninsular campaign unharmed. 
He spoke often in his letters of a surgeon who was 
very kind to him, and procured him many privi- 
leges and favors that he could not otherwise have 
obtained. I perceived, and it gave me unutterable 
happiness, that he had found comfort and enjoy- 
ment in a human friendship. It was one of my 
solitary pleasures to watch the growth and de- 
velopment of this attachment, and anticipate the 
possible good that might accrue to my brother 
from it. 

I had never yet written to him of mother’s death, 
dreading the effect I knew it would have on his 
impressible nature. I had full faith that we should 
meet again, and then I hoped to impart the pain- 
ful fact in a manner that would at least make the 
shock less abrupt. Whatever came of it in such 
acase, I might be near to help him bear this, I 
had reason to fear, unbearable sorrow. All the 
love that father’s cold harshness had thrown back 
into the boy’s bosom had gone out passionately, 
clingingly to her. I trembled to think how he 
would look at the world when he found she had 
gone from it. And so I d«layed telling him until 
the time came when I saw nore necessity. 

The stubborn fighting before Richmond was 
over, and battle after battle, in which the receding 
or returning (just as one sees it) army was en- 
gaged, was fought, and through them all my 
brother passed unscathed. I came to think he 
bore a charmed existence, but never for a moment 
slackened my diligent watch. : 

At last the battle of Antietam came, Those 
three terrible days, when a screeching, shrieking 
battlefield, with ite untold horrors of aggravated 
suffering and death, lay between two unrelenting 
armies, formed a season of inexpressible anguish 
tome. I knew the regiment to which Gilbert be- 
longed was in the engagement, but that was all. No 
word or particular nearer to his interest than that 
could be gleaned by the moat diligent search. Nota 
name among the list of killed, wounded or missing 
bore the number of that regiment, and I felt as- 
sured there was some mistake, as it seemed im- 
possible for all to escape. My anxiety grew 
insupportable, and I decided at last to go and see 
for myself if there were cause for the appre- 
hension I could not thrust from me. Mother had 
managed to reserve a portion of her private pro- 
perty, until a few years back, when it was 
converted into ready money, two hundred dol- 
lars of which was all that was left at her 
death. This she gave me, charging me to 
keep it in readiness to use in Gilbert’s behalf, 
in case he needed assistance. By this provision I 
was enabled to follow out my inclinations, inde- 
pendent of the help I would have felt justified 
even in begging for, had I known my brother to 
be in a suffering condition. The evening before 
the day on which I was to start, I told father, as 
a matter of justice due him, what my intentions 
were, He replied by asking, with a cold sncer, if 
I were mad, or only half-witted. Disregarding 
this unfeeling conduct, in my strong desire to do 
what I might some day wish I had, I asked him if, 
in caso I should find Gilbert suffering or dying, he 
had any message for me to tako him? Looking 
at me sternly, he asked if I remembered tho 
chargo he gave upon the day of my brother’s de- 
parture ? 

I felt I had done all that the most stringent duty 


.could require of me, and proceeded with my pre- 


parations, wondering if Gilbert and I were the 
only ones who would have to link bitter memories 
with these passing days. After dinner the next 
day, I walked throo miles to mect the three o’clock 
train. My course had all been carcfully mapped 
out at leisure, and every preparation that time and 
atudy could suggest was alroady made. I wore a 


dress of material that would not easily soil, and 
selected shoes with an eye more to strength than 
beauty. My other needs were all confined, with the 
strictest regard to economy of space, within the 
limits of a large-sized lady’s travelling reticule. Be- 
sides the few articles of clothing indispensable to 
my own wants, I found room for soft worn handker- 
chiefs, lint and bits of old linen, with a few small- 
sized towels, needlebook, scissors, twine, thread, 
and, indeed, the whole paraphernalia of the work- 
table, was stowed away in my pocket, in the 
smallest compass imaginable. Two worn skirts, 
suitable for small bandages and the like, I wore 
upon my person, without feeling encumbered. 
Then in a middling-sized paper-box I managed 
to pack a few delicacies for a sick man’s appetite, 
a half dozen lemons, and a small bottle ef brandy, 
all of which proved of great service and could be 
carried without serious fatigue. 

I felt satisfied, when I took my seat in the cars 
that I could traverse whole miles of country road in 
search of Gil, if necessary, and suffer but little in- 
convenience from my travelling accoutrements. A 
lady friend at home, who was well acquaintod with 
the route I was going, had given me the address 
Pand a note of introduction to an acquaintance in 
Chambersburg, who, she felt confident, would be 
able to assist me materially in my enterprise. To 
my great satisfaction I found her at home, and 
strongly inclined to interest herself in my behalf. 
She had friends in tho Christian Association, who 
were sending men and supplies to the battlefield, 
at short intervals, and it so happened that the 
very morning after my arrival a wagon and attend- 
ant was secured for my immediate departure. 

As Isat waiting for the vehicle, which was a 
poor one, and procured with difficulty, I took up 
@ morning paper and glanced abstractedly over a 
portion of its contents. Suddenly my eye became 
conscious that there was a Gilbert on the page, 
within compass of my wandering vision. My gaze 
became fixed in eager search, and I soon found a 
list of heretofore unpublished casualties. Among 
them was a notice of a drummer-boy in the — Penn- 
sylvania regiment, wounded in the side, name—Gil- 
bert Laithorne. Ihad only time to clasp my hands 
in utter gratitude that I was so near him, when the 
wagon drove up, and I sprang down the steps, 
impatient of delay. A lady, alone like me, going 
in search of her son, who was badly wounded, 
formed one of the company. 

Oh, these hurried journeys, when one goes 
rushing on, with the bare hope that they may 
reach the suffering loved ones before life or even 
consciousness are gone; pleading with inward 
fervency as they go that they may be in time to 
get a word, a smile, a glance of recognition, a low, 
swift farewell, a tender parting pressure of the 
hand, something—something to bear hence to the 
troubled life-dream, for ever starting with this sad 
one voice, I had said all the way, “I fear my 
brother is wounded or dead,” but it was a shape- 
less fear. In my inmost heart there lurked a 
secret joy, ready to spring into utterance, that I 
would find him living, blooming, bright and glad 
at my approach. I had kepiga heavy hand on this 
delight, giving it small scope, lest it reared itself 
into a hop tion would leave me 
doubly ; but it was there, and there was 
darkness behind it. I wrung my hands in silent 

as we drove over the thronged road, 
praying that the light might not all go out. 

At last we were fairly within sight of our en- 
campments. A little more delay and the lines 
were passed, and a messenger dispatched with my 
brother’s name, regiment and other particulars 
requisite to ascertain his whereabouts. After 
what seemed an almost interminable length of 
time he returned, saying my brother wasin Surgeon 
Wheaton’s private tent, and I could see him 
at once. I followed my guide hurriedly, until 
we came .to a little tent, outside the door 
of which stood a man, apparently past the 
prime of youth, whoseemed waiting for some one. 
As we came up he recognised me, and extended 
his hand with a few words of questioning sym- 
pathy. I understood, intuitively, that this was 
the surgeon whom Gilbert had epuken of as his 
friend so often. My forced composure gave way 
for the moment, and I had need of the firm hand 
I was holding to sustain me from falling. It was 
very wise in him to meet me here, outside the tent, 
and prepare me to see my suffering brother. I 
did not resist as he drew me gently aside and 
waited for me to grow calm. I saw in this pro- 
caution, however, that there was danger in my 
brother’s case, and made every effort to recover 
my self-composure. 

At last I was myself again, and looking at 
me with an encouraging smile, he said I might go 
in, Gilbert was expecting me. He went a little in 
advance, saying I was there, and giving me a 
signal to approach. I followed him cautiously, 
striving powerfully to keep down the rush of feel- 
ing that almost overwhelmed me again as my eyes 
fell on the white face I had so longed to look upon. 
Ho lay on a rude though comfortable couch, his 
hueless cheek pressed close against the pillow— 
(a pure white one, I was so glad of that, he had 
such a dainty fondness for white)—his transparent 
fingers grasping the soft cushion, and 
it back to give a firmer support for the head. He 
did not move whon our eyes met, but I would have 
facod dangers indescribable to read all that came 
to me in that long, wistful, devouring glance. A 
low cry of suppressed thankfulness issued from 
his lips as I knelt down, and gathering his wasted 
hands in mine, kissed his forchead, and cheek, 
and lips, with streaming eycs. It was long before 
either spoke, but those deep, hungry eyes never 
onco moved from my faco, They thanked, they 
soarched, they blessod me, and—oh, terrible!— 
they glimmered forth suro, swift foreshadowings 
of a coming separation. 

At last he asked, in a vainly attempted tone of 
reproach : 

** What made you como, Lot ?” 
I silenced his lips with the pressure of my own, 
and when I raised my head he smiled a sweet, sad 





smile, that said in ite way : 





“IT know I won’t ask again,” 

The surgeon came nearer now, and Gilbert said 
it was him he had spoken of so often in his letters, 

“He has been mother and sister to me 
Lottie.” ‘ 

The pale face blanched whiter, but it did not 
say father. : 

“Did you suffer | before they b ht yo 
oe, Sent we Aw: | eo 

ow of unutterable pain passed over his 
face, as he said in a wild, vague way, looking 
up at the opening in the tent: 

“Two days of burning thirst, and groans, and 
speechless agony. It was dreadful, dreadful,” he 
said, murmuring in a lower tone, as if to himself 
then turning quickly to me, he went on hurriedly 
“And then to think they were go near, Lot, leay. 
ing us there shrieking our death cries in their 
very ears, and couldn’t come to us, because they 
wouldn’t ask favors of the enemy. Two armies,” 
he continued, in a bitter tone, with a curling lip, 
“wouldn’t ask favors of each other, for those of 
their own number, fighting in the same cause, 
who lay there dying long deaths of terrible agony, 
If I was a nation,” he added, “I would think it 
deeper disgrace to have my soldiers treated that 
way than I would to make ten thousand such 
roam + mapper llr See og as it would be to ask 

6 privilege ving my suffering soldiers, 
But, Lot,” he said, falling into the old way of his 
boyhood, his face brightening with a joyful smile, 
as he pointed to the surgeon, “‘ He wasn’t so. It 
was him who started with the first flag of truce 
Oh, he’s good, ke’s brave—” 

The surgeon smiled at his warmth, and said 
warningly, taking his white hand gently in his : 

**We must be careful, you know.” 

The fire went out of his eyes at that, the muscles 
about the mouth and neck relaxed, and the uneasy 
head with its soft curling masses of brown hair lay 
as quiet as a subdued child’s, under the gaze of the 
surgeon’s calm eyes. Then he left him, and I sat 
by him, talking in a low, soothing voice, giving 
him no chance to speak, running lightly over the 
incidents of my journey, and keeping up a sort of 
disinterested interest, until the eyelids began to 
droop, and pos “tag bee ad awoke, the sun 
was going down. He was slightly delirious, and 
began, as I feared, to worry about me; how and 
where I would sleep, and the like. The surgeon 
bade him be easy, saying he would see to all that 
and assuring him he would see I had every atten’ 
tion, turned to me apologising for the few con- 
veniences he could offer, and begged me to con- 
sider whatever the tent afforded as entirely at my 
disposal. It was just the opportunity I wanted to 
impress upon them both, that I was capable 
of, and could make myself comfortable and 
serviceable, without i upon their few 
comfortm I gave them to understand that by 
Gilbert’s bedside, and there alone, I could take 
any rest, Even if I sat all night on the ground, 
leaning my head on his bed, for the little sleep I 
might need, it would be better, far better, than 
the weary suspense of waiting and fearing I had 
undergone at home, I begged:of the surgeon to 
let me have my way, and assured him if he wished 
to show me kindness, he would not place me in 
the unpleasant position of feeling I had driven 

accommodations, 


persisted in his offers of kindness. Indeed I think 
if women, always fertile in resources, would call 
the strong principle of self-reliance within them 


to their aid, and prove to those who love them 
that they can be strong in the hour of trial, as 
well as in the da: of sunshine, there is many a 


Oh Way do we allow ourselves to be so weak 
and dependent, that they dare not send for us to 
come and comfort them in this terrible time? 
What a thought it must be for a wife, a mother, 
a sister to think: “‘ My husband wanted me before 
he died, but he thought I could not endure the 
privations I must undergo to be with him.” Let 
us teach them better. 

As it began to grow Gilbert spoke of the 
long nights he had and said how nice it 
would be to have me where he could speak to mo, 
now and then. He relished whatever was given 


had hands. 

from the handkerchief to that, catching at the 
initials of mother’s name. He started suddenly 
and asked why I had told him nothing of mother. 
For a moment I was stunned. I felt the color 
going from my face, and looked appealingly to the 
surgeon, who stood near by. He came at once to 
the bedside, perploxed as to how he might help 
me. I tried to recover myself, and stammered 


out: 

“She is well, dear. Don’t talk now.” And 
made my way out of the tent. 

In a few moments the surgeon joined me. 

** Mother is dead,” I falterod by way of explana- 
tion. His lip quivered, but he did not speak. 

“I promised to give him her dying words. 
Will it kill him ?” I asked anxiously, 

He looked at me with sad, questioning eyes, ful! 
of tonder pity. I braced myself for the scrutiny, 
the dim truth I had dreaded ing terrible 
distinctness. 1 would know it if it killed me, and 
he should tell me there. He road the conflict, 
and said in tones over which fell a death quiet : 

** You must tell him soon, Charlotte.” 

I pressed my hands tightly over my heart. I 
would keep the life blood there till he died. 

“ He must die, sir?” 

In his fixed, earnest gaze I read the truth. 
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** How long ?” 

He saw I must have the worst. He said in the 
same voice of suppressed feeling : 

“ He will need all your strength, Charlotte. He 
cannot Jast more than three or four days at 

most. ” 

** Oh, I must bestrong. I will be strong,” I said, 
wildly. ‘‘ You will help me, sir?” 

I caught at his arm for support, and he said, 
stroking my head soothingly, as if his hand were 
a mother’s hand, 

** Indeed, my poor child, I will do all I can for 

» 


There were tears in his eyes, but I could not 
weep. 
‘The wounded side was dressed soon after. I 
sat by him, while it was being done. He seemed 
anxious to have the lint and cloths I had brought 
used in dressing it, and after it was over amused 
himself in pulling out from my satchel and box 
the things that came from home, He was very 
happy all day, and talked a great deal, but did 
not once revert to mother again. At night his 
side became more painful, but morphine was 
administered, and he rested well, calling my 
name now and then, or reaching his hand, to be 
assured I was near him. Oh, how glad I was that 
I came! 

The next day and night passed very much in 
the same way. 

The surgeon, Dr. Wheaton, spent as much of 
his time as he with him, but duties of 
the same nat pressing constantly upon 
him, and I realised what a long, weary succession 
of days and nights must be dragged through in 
loneliness by these sick and suffering men. 

The morning of the fourth day, a coffin was 
carried by, and among those who followed it I 
recognised the lady who came into camp at the 
same time I did. It struck me as a sad pre- 
monitor of what was before me. 

Dr. Wheaton left particular directions when ho 
went out, on his morning duties, promising to 
return as soon as possible. There was a terrible 
meaning in his words, that the bright face on the 
couch seemed to belie. I hoped in spite of that 
thrilling undertone. The boy seemed more com- 
fortable than he had any day since I had beon 
with him, and when the doctor returned I looked 
at him with a feeling amounting almost to 
triumph, but he quickly averted his eyes, and sat 
down a little distance from the bed, with his 
medicine case in his hands, and his face partially 
concealed by the slouched hat he wore. Gilbert 
rallied him on this little omission of politeness, 
and he immediately removed the hat with a quiet 
smile. I began to think this dreaded fourth day 
would not leave me so desolate as I had feared- 
I noticed the feebleness of his voice, as he spoke 
from time to time, but did not realise what it 
meant, He seemed anxious to talk to his friends, 
who thronged about the tent, and came often as 
they had done, ever since my arrival, to see if 
anything could be done for the sufferer. These 
brave, good, suffering soldiers of ours! God 
bless them, every one! How the heart of the 
nation wraps them around with its holiest grati- 
tude and love ! 

At last the doctor was compelled to close the 
door in the face of all this kindness. Gilbert was 
growing weaker. It was quiet for a while then. 
He lay, holding his emaciated hands up before 
his face, and looking at the light as it streamed 
through his thin white fingers. 

“How old are you, Lot?” he asked, suddenly 
dropping his hand, and turning to me, 

“Twenty, next month.” 

“How mad I used to get at you for being the 
oldest,” he said, laughing merrily at the remem- 
brance, ¥ 

Other memories came over him. The smile 
went from his face, and a shadow of deep serious- 
hess overspread it. 

“You said mother was well. Didn’t she send 
me any word, Lot ?” 

I saw death’s sure track on his face now. I 
remembered the words : : 

“You must tell him soon,” and I trembled, lest 
I had delayed too long. 

Oh, the words sho had left him ; the tenderness 
she had breathed out with her dying,,. fleeting 
strength. I poured them in his eager ears, with 
the swift utterance of one who must crowd a life 
story into a few short moments. I forgot every- 
thing, save the one unexecuted charge, in the 
hurried intensity of the moment. 

** Charlotte |” 

The startled, rigid tones reminded mo of what I 
had forgotten. . I tried to turn away, but he 
caught my faco between his two hands with 
greedy eagerness, and looking at me with great, 
glaring, earnest eyes, asked fixedly : 

“Is mother dead ?” 

I could not evade that searching glance. 

“Yes, Gilbert, mother is dead.” 

“* Moth-er—de-ad !” 

The hands fell helplessly on the coverlid, and the 
thin lips moved with a slow quivering motion, as 
if he were repeating the words to himsclf. His 
eyes, around which had scttled dark, bluish rims, 
loo! ied on—on—past the surgeon, who sprang to 
his be dside—past me, past all that savored of life, 
as if peering out throngh the dim vacancy of 
space, bevond whose boundary the living may not 
go. I looked in terrar at the surgeon, but he did 
not move. I looked down at the upturned faco 
acain, but it was tho same. I called his name, 
but he gazod on unheeding. Then there came a 
slowly spreading, softly stealing expression of 
revurning conscionsness. Tappiness, almost un- 
earthly, diffused itself over every lineament of his 
beantiful face, He raised his lands slowly, as ig 
keo ‘ping paco with the gradually dawning joy, 
Rix! Claspi them toge ther in quict cestacy, said 
in clear, thflling (oncs, without moving his eyes : 

“Darling, precious mother!” 

Then turning to mo with sudden energy, he ox- 
claimed, a brilliant smile lighting up his face : 

“Oh! Charlotte, I won't be a stranger thero 


“No, dear, no,” I said, falling down on my 
knees before him. 

**Look at me, Charlotte !” 

I raised my head, and tried to look calmly in 
his dying face. 

**It was lonely, to think of going alone.” 

** Yes, brother.” 

** You knew I would die, Lottie?” 

** Yes, dear.” 

“You want to die for me?” 

**Oh, Gilbert |” 

“It’s in her eyes, doctor,” he said, turning 
quickly to him ; ‘‘ they’re full of it. Oh, how she 
wants to die for me; but you can’t, Lottie,” he 
continued, childishly, looking back at me. 

He was going surely, slowly. I nerved myself 
to be calm, that I might sustain him to the last. 

“T wish I could lean on you, Lottie.” 

Tho surgeon turned the mattress carefully, till 
his head came against my shoulder, as I sat on a 
low seat by the bed. He nestled it close against 
me, until my cheek touched his forehead. 

“There!” he said, with a look of sweet satis- 
faction. 

I kissed his beautiful forehead, whitening un- 
der the chilly, relentless 

**T’m sleepy, Charlotte.” 

** Go to sleep, darling.” 

He closed his eyes dreamily, and fell asleep. 

Somebody took the heavy head from my shoul- 
der and laid it back on the pillow, and with it 
went all the strength that had been given me for 
the time of my great need. I looked at the face 
where death lay stamped in lines of rigid beauty. 
I lifted the loose masses of rich brown hair, and 
let them fall heavily back. I moved my hands 
over the white forehead and the hueless cheek—I 
laid my ear down close to the colorless lips that 
would never smile or speak to me again, and took 
in the whole bitter truth. A hopeless, desolate 
chill went sweeping through my heart. Some one 
spoke my name in low, tender accents. I raised 
my eyes, and my brother’s comforter stood look- 
ing at me with a glance of deep, unutterable pity. 
I reached out my hands to him in my helpless 
sorrow, and he gathered me into his strong arms 
as he would have taken a babe. 

** Ory now, my poor stricken child,” he said, in 
tones that went straight to the fountains of my 
heart, and for the first time since my early child- 
hood I wept out my sorrow on a human breast. 

Icould not weep there always, so I drew back 
and looked on the couch again. 

‘** He must be buried by mother,” I said, wearily. 
My work was not done yet. 

Yes,” he answered, gently. 
with him soon.” 

“ We ) and 

My heart leaped into my mouth. I feared so 
much I had not heard aright. 

**We,” he replied, in his strange, comfori- 
inspiring way, supporting me with his arm again? 
‘*You must go-no more on these weary errands 
alone.” 

How was it I could feel such joy springing up 
within me at this solemn hour ? 

A coffin was procured, the beloved form laid 
within it, and our sad journey begun.’ I tried in 
vain to shake off the weak, helpless stupor that 
was upon me. I felt impatient for constantly 
allowing myself to burthen one who had already 
taken my one great responsibility from me. I 
wondered at and reproached myself, and sought 
to rally my benumbed faculties, but the effort was 
useless. We both went our sad journey, depend- 
ent upon him—the dead one and I—and he said 
in a quiet way it was well, for he loved us both, 

When we came in sight of the house I had left 
only ten days before, it was evident they wero not 
expecting us. The blinds were closed, and no 
appearance of life visible about the premises. It 
must be the dispatch Doctor Wheaton had for- 
warded to father had never reached him. Tho 
front door was locked when we arrived, and the 
hearse was coming in sight down tho street. I 
knocked loudly and repeatedly, that I might in a 
measure prepare my father for what was coming, 
before the hearse was fairly in sight. It was ofno 
avail. When he at last came himself to open the 
door, a few of the neighbors, who had assembled 
at the gate, were already removing the coffin and 
preparing to bring it in. His eye took in all at a 
glance. A look of swift horror convulsed his face, 
and he shrank back cowering into the gloom of 
the inner hall. The bustle of removal was soon 
over, and the body lay in the dark parlor, ingho 
very spot where mother’s coffin had lain. 

The lid of the coffin was turned back, and we 
stood around looking at the white, placid, re- 
posoful face. A few of those who had known him 
trom his babyhood mingled their tears with mino. 
Just then a bont form stole in past me, and gazed 
with shivering horror at the sight which held us 
all. It was my father. 

Nover had my heart yearned towards him as 
now. I would have given worlds could I havo 
spoken a word of comfort, but I dared not ap- 
proach him. 

At last he lifted himself slowly, and turned to 
me. A look of sovere agony was on his faco as ho 
grasped my shoulder convulsively. 

** Charlotte!” 

Oh! the tones in which that namo had been 
shricked in my cars. 

** What, father,” I answered, as best I could. 

** Did he speak of me?” 

I shook my head sadly. 

“Am I*a murderer? Speak, girl!” he said, 
looking at mo closely, searching my face as if for 
condemnation. 

**No, father, no!” 

The past went from mo. in my strong pity. I 
looked in his blank, despairing face, and sought in 
yain for some word that might give him con- 
solation. It was a dark record 1 went back to 
search. Hw saw it in my face, and when, hope- 
less of spoken comfort, I tried to put my arms 
about his neck, ho drew them back drearily, and 
whispered in a hoarse voico : 


**We must start 





now, will I?” 





“No, child, it’s too lato. now,” and went back 





and paced his desolate room. Why is it some 
homes have such chasms.in them—such arctic 
winds for ever blowing out their lights and 
warmth ? 

At last the earth lay smoothly over Gilbert’s 
head, and my mission of love seemed ended. I 
had little more to do, I felt, as I stood looking 
down at the two graves. It was a clear, starlight 
evening, and Doctor Wheaton had come with me, 
for his final leave-taking of the dead. He was to 
start at midnight for his camp duties again. He 
must have been thinking thoughts like mine, for 
he said, dreamily : 

** How these graves rob life of its stimulus.” 

I asked him what he knew of death, and life 
without an aim. 

It was light enough to see his sad smile as he 
said, softly : 

‘* Have my sorrows schooled me to such calm- 
ness that you think I have not suffered? Child, 
few lives have had more joys snatched from them 
than mine.” . 

“I should have known it,” I said, meckly, 
ae you could not have given me such strange 

“Have I comforted you?” he asked, looking 
down at me with sad, earnest eyes. ‘I would 
wade through years of pain if I might do that. Do 
you know I loved you in your brother, long before 
I saw you? that I prayed in my selfish eagerness 
when I saw you by his dying couch, that there 
might be no one else to comfort and sustain 
you?” 

I did not speak. I laid my hand on his arm, 
and he drew it closely within his own, as he 
went on : 

** Would you hate me, if you knew how that all 
this time you have been suffering so? I have 
been hugging the thought that perhaps our life 
discipline has been such as to fit us for each 
other, and that the great sorrows we have borne 
have been the means of bringing us together? 
And oh, Ayrwr sg continued, without waiting 
for me to speak, “if I am wrong—if I have in- 
dulged a vain hope—if there is another to whom 
you lean—another who has a better right to dry 
your tears than I—I must go back, God only 
knows how desolate.” 

I clung closer to him, and said : 

** In all the world I have none but you.” 

“Then you are mine,” he whisperod, in deep 
thrilling tones. ‘You say it by this new mado 
grave we have both wept over, that you will be 
mine through all our lives, till we come down 
down here?” 

He stooped over, and laid his hand on the newly 
turned earth. 

‘I say it here!” I answered, softly, knecling 
down beside him, 

We turned away and went towards my dreary 
home. He was to leave me at the garden gate. I 
did not try to keep back the tears as I paused to 
bid him adieu. 

**Mine!” he repeated again, greedily, holding 
me tightly in his arms, and kissing me passion- 
ately. “Ihave a right to call you darling now, 
to kiss you, to press you to my heart, to weave my 
hopes around, to love, to bless, to live and to dio 
for you. God will keep us for each other, precious. 
Good-bye—good-bye—good-bye.” 

In another moment he was gone, and I stood 
alone, looking down the street after his vanishing 
form, his kissos on my check, his words still 
lingering in my cars. 

I am his wife now. Thus far we havo been kept 
for each other, and I have faith to believe he will 
come back to me unharmed, when this dreary war 
isover. I wonder if it is heartless for mo to be so 
happy when mother and Gilbert lic sleeping in 
the churchyard, and fathor walks the earth a 
bowed, broken-spirited man. 


BOUNTY JUMPER’S PARADE. 


Cou. Wanner, of Indianapolis, has adopted 
a peculiar and decidedly effective method of punishing 
bounty jumpers. It is illustrated in a sketch, on page 
213. The offenders are lashed, two by two, to a long 
rope, and are thus made to march in procession, headed 
by a large negro, who rings a much sounding bell. 
Each of the rogues bears a placard upon his back, set- 
ting forth his profession and his place of origin. A line 
of friendly bayonets, on each side the procession, keeps 
back the crowds of spectators. The advance is made to 
the music of “‘The Rogue’s March.”” A recent pa- 
geant, of this description, contained upwards of an hun- 
dred men, some of whom wore @ most respectable ap- 
pearance, aside from their unseemly decoration. After 
being thus publicly and disgracefully exhibited these 
swindlers are sent to the front, to take their chances 
under martial government. 








THANKSCIVING DAY IN CAMP. 


Tue munificent liberality of our people to- 
wards our soldiers and sailore—well deserved on the 
one hand, and no more than a duty on the othor—re- 
sulted, on the recent Thenkagiving festival, in giving, 
not merely a good dinner, but a hearty token of sym- 
pathy and encouragement to our country’s defonders on 
land and sea. “It isn’t the turkey, but the idea, that 
we care for,” said one of the soldiers in Gen. Sheridan's 
army toone of the agents from New York, who accom- 
panied tho poultry to its destination. This remark 
strikes the keynote of the sentiment with which our 
men havo received and appreciated the gift from home, 
sent to them when we were all rejoicing, in order that 
they might rejoice with us. Every kind and patriotic 
heart, to which tho cause of our country is dear, will be 
glad and grateful that such geniality exists between the 
people and the soldiers. It is by acts euch as this that 
we aro knit together in a common cause, superior to 
scifishness, and looking towards tho good of the whole 
nation. 

Elsewhere—on pages 209 and 212—we present two 
illustrations of Th nkagiving inthe Army. The pictures 
almost entirely explain themselves. Tho first, on our 
front page, depicts a scene in the camp of Gen. Sheri- 
dan’s army. The wagons, arriving at the Commissary’s 
tent, are being unladen of their stores of poultry, and 
pies, and fruit. The inevitable guard is standing at his 
post, and the ecldiers around are cheering the arrival 
of this substant ge of friendship. The socond 








picture, on page 212, represcnts a scene at Warren 
Station, in the Army of the Potomac, the last station on 
the branch road from City Point. The Thanksgiving 
stores have arrived, and Mr. Commissary Suter is 
weighing them out for the troops of the 5th and 9th 
corps. Each of the soldiers in the background repre- 
sents a detachment, large or small, and is empowered 
to receive the portion allotted to his constituents. It is 
said that very amusing incidents accompanied the dirs- 
tribution of the viands. On one occasion, in particular, 
not having enough pies and crullers, the Commissary 
allowed the men “‘a tree grab,” to get what they could. 
It is scarcely necessary to add that these delicacics 
vanished with astonishing rapidity. 








THE SINKING OF THE FLORIDA 
IN THE JAMES RIVER. 


Tue New York daily papers, on the 29th 
ult., printed the following telegram, received at the 
Navy Department, from Admiral Porter: 

Fortress Monnok, Nov. 28, 1864. 
Hon. GIpEon WELLES, Secretary of the Navy: 

I have just received a telegram from the commander 
of the prize steamer Florida, informing me that she hac 
sunk in nine fathoms of water. She had been run into 
by an army steamer and badly damaged. I have noi 
heard the particulars. I will inform the Department 
when I receive the written re: 

DAVID D. PORTER, Rear Admiral. 

Since this fact was made public, very little, if any- 
thing, has been h in reference to the manner of tho 
Florida’s destru: She was anchored about half a 
mile westward of thi p Raps, off Fortress Monroc, 
and entirely out of the usual track of navigation, whei: 
she was run into by an army transport, stove near the 
water line, and set a leaking. The accident must havo 
been the result of sheer carelessness—though there arv: 
not wanting those who assert that it was no accideut ai 
all. After the collision, the Florida was taken to an an- 
chorage, @ little way up the James river, where she pre- 
sently sunk in nine fathoms of water. Her upper spar: 
are visible to the passing mariner, and nobody is very 
sorry for her destruction. The only vexation connecte.i 
with the affair is, that the singular loss of the vessq) 
subjects our Government to misrepresentation on the 
part of its enemies at home and abroad. Of course, 
however, ample justice will be done in the sottlement 
of the diplomatic question with Brazil. 








FUN FOR THE FAMILY.. 


Spraxmna to Haydon, the painter, about 
perpen gd OQ’Connell, the Irish “ agitator,’’ Lord Plun- 

“If you could take his head entirely off you would do 

service to society.” 
rd Plunkett, was, doubtless, ouce of those who con- 

sidered that the best way to right “the wrongs of 
Ireland” would be to submerge the whole country for 
one hour under water. 


al sa pretty bird, grandma,” said a little 


7— ¥08,"" replied the old damo, “and he never cries. "’ 
“That’s because he’s never washed,” rojoined tho 
‘*Wuo was David's grandmother ?” asked a 
aoe. of a Sunday school student of Scripture. 
woman, sir,”’ replied the student, 


uy SEE an tee villain in your face,” said a 
judge toa er. 

“May i — your worship,” replied the latter, 
** that’s a personal reflection. 


$ ,” said a solemn lecturer, ‘‘ you 
have children ; or, if you have not, your daughters 
may haye.” 

A neoress, in Cincinnati, applying for 2 
situation for her daughter, stated that she wished the 
latter to be instructed. “De gal,”’ sho said, “‘ must be 
larned de piano and painting anyhow, and mebbe arter 
while in’ and tin’.”” 


Woman’s crowning glory is said to be her 
bonnet. 


A lady, who was about to marry, was warned 
that = intended, althougly 8 good man, was very 
eccentrj 


« Weil,” she said, “if he is very much unlike other 
men, he is more likely to be a g husband.’ 


Arntemus Warp confides the following 
‘chunk of wisdom” to public keeping : 

“You may differ as much as you pleaze about tho 
style ofa young = lady’s figger, but I tell you konfidentially, 
if sho has $40,000 © figgor is about as wear rite as you 
will get it.” 


A puysician, prescribing syrup of buckthorn 
for an old , wrote his prescription according to the 
usual abbreviation of Ramus Catharticus, *‘Byr. Ram. 
Cat.”” On asking her if she had taken tho medicine, 
she replied in a great rago 

“No! I ain’t going to take syrup of ram cals for any- 
body under hea 


In Paris, Maine, in old times, there was a 
justice of the peace, who lived remote from any other 
magistrate. Having occasion to huve cortuin business 
documents witnessed before another justice, aiid wisli- 
ing to save himself inconvenience, he used to stand up 
before a —— and holding up his right hand repeat 
the oath and <=> it under his own siguature. 


THE capi. oy the Soldier's Rest, at Alex- 
andria, was ied to by a colored man, who wanted 
—— the captain asked him why he didn’t 
enlis 


as Well, captain,” he replied, “I jess as lif go an’ 
hy not dey would treat us samo as dey do white 


The captain assured him that Government was dis- 
posed to treat the colored troops with perfoct fairness. 
“Den why don’t dey draff us?” exclaimed he. “ Dey 
don’t draff us in Alexandria. Dey ougter draff ur 
same as white folke |” 


Tue expression, so much in vogue just now, 
“a big thing,” is said to be of classical origin, since it 
occurs in one of Terence’s works, in tape tile words, * Re 
magna est’’—it is a big thing. 


WHEN you seo a young man overwhelming pious, 

Distressingly moral and morbidly good, 

Who fervently groans for tho gospelless heathen 

And can’t without table-graco swallow his tood— 

Whose prayers for his focs from tho depths of hin 
closet 

Are avidible clesrly in basement and hall, 

Who * * bosses” a bible class, quotes from the sermon, 

And says we're frail carthworms, corruptible all— 

Consider that youth, oh, my friend unconverted, 

The brightest and best of terrestrial boons, 

But—while holding bim up as a poticrn to Tommy, 

Look out for your dauhter in teens, and the spoung, 


A schoolmaster told one of the - pils te 
read the third chapter of Daniel. The boy began,,bu'‘ 
when he came to the names of Shadrack, Meshac anv 
Abedneyo he stumbled. The master required him to 
proceed. He tried again and failed. Kolenting, tho 
master told the boy he might read the precedir, 
chapter, and let the present one go. The boy brightenc:: 
» and got on famously until he reached the last verse. 
when pausing, « look of consternation overcame hin 
countenance, and ho dropped the book, exclaiming ix 
adoleful voice : 
“ Why, here are them three raacally follows again.” 
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TON TO THE REBELS.—By Grorce G. Ware. 
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THE SHAKER MAIDEN. 


Licutty falls the sunlight golden 
On cach building, quaint and olden ; 
And, as lightly, mantles over 

All the meadows green with clover ; 
Kissing now the meek-cyed daisics, 
Now the kingcup as it raises 

Its bright bosom, like a chalice 
Fashioned for some fairy palace ; 
While, among them, fairer, whiter 
Than the daisies, purer, brighter 
Than the kingcups dewy-laden, 
Stands the pretty Shaker maiden, 
And each Shaker brother going 

Past her, onward to the mowing, 
Glances at her, but he dares not 
Look again, lest love, which cares not 
For their rigid laws, should take him 
In his wiles, and ¢aptive make him. 
But the caution is most needless ; 
Love is reckless, love is heedless ; 
Broken fetters need no breaking— 
Wakened love has no awaking— 

And the eye that once has met her 
Never, never can forget her. 


THE FALL OF THE LION’S HEAD. 


BY J. G. AUSTIN. 
(Concluded from our last.) 


Bur now? Paul had so loved her once. Could 
such love perish utterly out of such a heart ? 
Would not her deep remorse, her cruel sufferings 
since that hour, could he know them, unseal 
those frozen springs once brimming for her with 
the waters of life and hope? Could he fail to re- 
member, when he heard the words of penitence 
and humility, how doubtingly he once had sued 
for her love as a rich guerdon that no desert of his 
might merit, but that she might royally bestow 
upon him unworthly? 

And this—was all this for ever gone? 

She asked these questions of her own heart day 

and night, and would have asked them of his also, 
but when she placed herself in his way and met 
his cold eyes, and looked upon his rigid lips, the 
wild words died upon her tongue, her pulses grew 
numb and still, and she passed on without a mur- 
mtr. 
But at last came one desperate day, when, 
goaded past endurance by that remorseless 
Nemesis, she felt that the hour had come when 
agony outmastered terror, when she must speak 
out, though she should die with the words upon 
her lips; and through the burning noontide, along 
the blinding beach, over the crisp herbage, and 
in the breathless covert pf the woods, she sought 
and found him at last lying languidly beneath a 
plane-tree, his sharpened face resting on his bent 
arm, his still eyes gazing far away into the ghostly 
shimmer that danced between the sca and sity. 

He heard her step as it rustled through the dried 
grass and paused beside him, but he neither 
moved or spoke or looked at her, until, with a wail 
of exceeding bitterness, she sunk on her knees 
beside him, and, hiding her face in both her hands, 
cried: 

“Oh, Paul, is there no pity in your heart, and 
siall anger endure for ever? God spared my life 
when I struggled with death, and will you make 
hiygmercy of no avail? Oh, you are more cruel 
than the grave, more pitiless than death, for to 
dic is to be forgiven, and with you there is no for- 
giveness, no forgetfulness. Bo merciful, and kill 
me, Paul! Strike me dead as I kneel here at your 
fect, for I can no longer endure such life as this |” 

Hor voice, broken with eager passion, died in a 
deep sob, that quivered upon the burning air of 
nooatide, and disturbed the dim recesses of the 
wood with the melancholy reflex of human woe. 

And Paul, never stirring, never moving his 
fixed gaze from the far horizon, slowly said : 

‘I forgive you, Clare. I never have till now.” 

‘‘ And him ?” pleaded she, generous even then. 

“Heis dead. I buried my enmity in his grave 
upon this beach.” ® 

Then followed silence, while Paul seemed buried 
again in gloomy reverie, and Clare sought vainly 
to satisfy her heart with the stone that had been 
given her for bread. And between them still rose 
in the tropic noontide a barrier of icc, impalpable 
to the grasp, indubitable to the instinct of love. 
Those words of Paul had not removed or lessened 
it, and Clare vainly tried to pass it. 

With timid assurance she slipped her icy fingers 
into his hand. It did not closo upon them, or 
start, or quicken at the touch, but held them 
loosely, neither accepting or rejecting the caress. 

Clare snatched away her hand and cried, in 
angry sorrow : 

‘“* Hard, pitiless, unkind! You forgive me with 
your lips, and your heart is like a stono towards 
me; you do not know what mercy or forgiveness 
means. You make yougpelf a judge over those 
weaker than yourself, and you forget that the 
Great Judge is pitiful as well as just. He has 
forgiven me and spared my life, and He has spared 
yours also, that you might thank him by being 
merciful in your turn, but it is not in you. These 
long, long days of thought and solitude have not 
softened your heart, they have hardened it. You 
have, in your man’s prido of strength, cared for 
my comfort of body and you have starved my 
soul. You have condemned me to a daily death, 
to an existence whose very breath is a new torture. 
You know—for you are master of your crucl art— 
you know the mad hunger and thirst of a woman's 
heart ‘onging for love, and you will not save it one 
pang, you will not vouchsafe one werd or look. 
You condemn me to perpotual solitude cven while 
in your daily presence ; you show me that, though 
God’s vill has closed us within these narrow limits, 
your wii is still potent to divide us—to divide nus 

as land @ sea, or Death itself could never do ; for 
all these may bo conqucred by Love's might, but 
not your bard heart.” 

Ayain #1c ceased, specch whelmed in emotion 
too deep ‘or utterance, and a sombre shade crept 











into Paul’s fixed eyes. Awhile he mused, and 
then, with a sudden motion, he rose and looked 
down upon her, as she crouched, white and rigid, 
in the glowing sunlight. Long he gazed, and 
wistfully, as one who waits the coming of an angel 
who has forgotten him. At last he slowly said : 

** No, Clare, it cannot be. I said that I forgave 
you, and I do, so far as it is possible to will, but I 
knew not then, as I now know, the woeful wrong 
that you have wrought me. I can remember, 
Clare, that there was a time when to see you 
kneeling here, to hear such words as you have 
spoken, to mark the havoc of remorse and despair 
in your bright beauty, would have crushed my 
very heart with sorrow, when I should have 
gathered you to my heart, and lavished such 
tegderness upon you as a mother heaps upon her 
penitent child. Yes, I remember how bright, 
how sweet a thing was love, and how in the olden 
time it filled my life with measureless content, and 
glorified the very heavens with its splendor. But, 
Clare, that day is dead, and it is you, you in 
whose hand I placed my heart, who have robbed 
it of love, and faith, and hope ; and through the 
chambers where they should have dwelt your 
wild words ring, and die, and find no answering 
voice. You say that you suffer, Clare, and I see 
that your words are true, but I have no pity left 
for you or even for myself, whose life your hand 
has smitten so sorely that it suffers, or hopes, or 
joys in nothing more.” 

And Clare, without a word, rose slowly and went 
back through the sultry noon to hide herself in 
the lion’s stony heart. 

Night came, but brought no abatement of the 
fervid heat until midnight, when with the rising 
tide came a faint pungent air. Then at last Clare 
slept heavily, but awakening unrefreshed saw the 
sunstanding above the eastern horizon a great ball 
of sullen fire, red and rayless, while below him on 
the silent sea lay a broad wake, unbroken by any 
motion of the waiting waters. _ 

In the heavens was no fresh azure of the morn- 
ing, no translucent light, but the low sky hung 
ominous, a sheet of sulphurous vapor without 
cloud or stir. 

Upen the beach great oily waves rolled heavily 
in and broke with angry menace. In the woods 
the birds forgot their morning song, and timor- 
ously hiding in the thickest covert, questioned 
each other in sharp brief cries what might mean 
this portent in the air. 

Trees and shrubs, unrefreshed by coolness and 
moisture of the night, hung their wilted leaves 
and faded flowers, and when Clare, creeping to the 
watercourse, would have bathed her burning eyes 
and lips, she found the brook shrunk to a mere 
thread of turbid water. 

But even so, she stooped and drank eagerly, for 
her very life seemed parched and withering in 
that flery trance of earth, and sky, and sea, 

After cating a few grapes, she strove’ to employ 
herself in her usual manner, but unable to resist 
the oppressive langour that hung upon all her 
motions, she presently abandoned the attempt, 
and crept back to hercave, where she soon sank 
into a heavy sleep. ; 

At noon a faint breath stirred upon the waters, 
but it was such a breath as tremulously rolls from 
the mouth of an open furnace, blasting whatever 
living thing it meets, and heralding a fiercer 
doom to such as dare to withstand its progress, 
And now beneath the lurid sky rolled up great 
black clouds, masses of midnight rent and torn 
with the palpitating fires within. 

The angry sun hid his face, and in the west a 
white moon looked down affrighted upon waters 
that no longer obeyed her hest, then shuddering 
sank beneath the horizon. Gloomy thunders, 
muttering at first, then pealing in sharp rever- 
berations, tore through the heavy air, while 
sharpest lightnings blazed in broad sheets or 
hissed in flaming bolts between the sea and gky. 

Then with a sudden swoop fell the tempest, and 
before its dread might ocean himself quailed and 
shrank, and lay cowering, long lines of foam upon 
his wrinkled front, and his turbulent waves 
crouched in their rocky caverns. 

And while all nature reeled about him, and the 
very foundations of the carth seemed shattered 
beneath his fect, that solitary man stood up un- 
daunted, and raising his white face to heaven, 
cried aloud in the arrogance of his nature : 

“Here amI,OGod! Take my life if Thou wilt, 
for it is Thine, but not the terror of Thy wrath, 
more than the pathos of her words, can move a 
soul that is dead.” 

And even as the wild wind snatched the blas- 
phemy from his lips and bore it into space, where 
a spoken word reverberates to all eternity, came 
from heaven a finger of fire writing the answer of 
the Almighty, not upon the brow of the mad chal- 
lenger but upon his heart. ‘ 

As the fierce flash blinded his eyes, and the 
thunder wrapped him in bewildering chaos, Paul 
for the first time in all his life shrank with foar, 
and stripped in an instant of all the hardihood of 
his mood, cropt cowering to his shclter, and lay 
thero silent, oppressed with dreary forebodings. 

Without, meanwhile, thero was a change. In 
that awful crash the tempest had reached its 
limit and now began fitfully to wail over the havoc 
it had wrought. The rain no longer lashed the 
trembling earth as the master’s whip scourges the 
wild creature it has subducd, but fell in great tear- 
like drops for some hours, and then ceased 
altogether. 

The clouds cxhausted of their lightnings be- 
came fri.ged with soft gray edges, and presently 
allowed great wondering stars to peep between 
them, looking to see if oarth and heaven still held 
their appointed places after this wild rebellion of 
nature. 

Only the sea reasserting its forgotten power 
rose angrily as the wind dicd away, and rolled in 
great walls of clear green wators upon tho island 
beach, whero crashing thundcrously they tossed 
their spray far inland, even to where the grim lion 
crouched warily, watching and waiting for the end 





as he had waited since the beginning. 





The lion indeed, but the lion’s head! 

Morning came again in another guise from that 
of the former fearful dawn, and Pan! Morgan, leav- 
ing his sodden shelter, stood bareheaded upon the 
beach and wondered at the new glory of Creation. 
But a.dull fear was gnawing at his heart, not long 
to be soothed by the golden azure ot tho sunrise, 
the brilliant play of waves upon the shore or tic 
fresh verdure of lawn and wood. He looked onall 
with troubled eyes, and presently turned, yet half 
reluctantly, to seek for Clare. 

She was not in the torn and dishevelled bower, 
but this did not surprise him. She would be 
sleeping after the terrors of the night, and he 
climbed the hill with a rapid yet stealthy step, 
telling himself again and again that he should 
find her sleeping, yes, peacefully sleepiag, safe 
from all harm but fright. 

Nearing the cave, he raised his eager eyes and 
stood aghast, doubting his own senses, if this were 
indeed the place he sought. 

The lion’s form crouched before him; but the 
massive front that had for ages met the morning 
with uplifted geze, looking sphynx-like over land 
and sea, waiting for the Edipus who should solve 
the problem of Creation, where was it now ? 

A blackened ruin, a splintered mass of frag- 
ments lay the lion’s head, shivered by the fiery 
finger of God, who thus had angwered the boast of 
that rebellious heart that not omnipotence itself 
had power to move him. 

And was he moved as he gazed upon the ruin 
beneath which lay buried the past that he had 
hoped to reclaim, the future whose hope had that 
night once more begun to stir within his heart, 
the present—the present lay before him, and pic- 
tured to his fancy Clare’s mangled body crushed 
beneath those pitiless rocks. 

With a wild cry, with mad strength, Paul 
hurled himself upon the cairn, lifting, rolling, 
heaving aside the fragments with more than hu- 
man power until but one remained, one huge frag- 
ment imperfectly closing the mouth of the cave 
but yet leaving no crevice large enough for ingress 
or even a clear view of the interior of the cave. 

Paul looked at it in despair, and yet with no 
change in his purpose of matching his life against 
lts inert resistance. One or the other should 
yield before he confessed himself vanquished or 
abandoned hope. 

He was afraid to peer into the recesses of the 
cavern, afraid of the woful sight that those scat- 
tered rays might display, afraid that the strength 
he so needed might be shaken by horror. But in 
a voice whose hoarse tone jarred upon his own 
ear, he called doubtingly : 

** Clare!” 

No answer, save the wild leap of waves upon the 
beach, and drawing his breath deeply, as one who 
joins combat with a mortal foe, Paul grasped the 
huge rock that still closed in the sepulchre of her 
he sought. But his fingers relaxed their hold and 
his breath came-quick and short, as in examining 
the position of the fragment, and considering 
what might be its most assailable point, he sud- 
denly perceived the fingers of a white hand gleam- 
ing in one of the slant rays that now penetrated 
the cave. 

Hastily removing the earth at the base of the 
rock, until the crevice was sufficiently enlarged to 
admit his own hand, Paul grasped that other, and 
gently drew it forth. But it was cold and motion- 
less, and lay as unresponsive in his warm grasp 
as his had lain upon it not a day before. 

Dead! And Paul, in the heavy reaction of his 
hope, sank down, crushed and despairing, still 
holding that little hand in his, and idly toying 
with the fingers. There was a ring on one of 
them, and he drew it off, thinking it the symbol 
of her ill-fated marriage. But when it was in his 
own hand, Paul saw that it was the antique signet, 
graven with the Etruscan ‘‘ For Ever” that he him- 
self had placed upon that finger on the night of 
their betrothal, and as he softly replaced it on the 
lifeless hand the memories of that time came 
surging back upon his heart in a wild flood of for- 
gotten hopes, and resolves, and longings ; visions 
of what had been, and what should have been; 
the innocent affection of the girl, the despairing 
love that the woman had laid at his feet but yes- 
terday, until with a wild throe the sullen deeps 
broke up, and all the floodgates of his heart 
opened to that wild torrent of love and sorrow and 
remorse. 

Bowing his head upon that little icy hand, Paul 
Morgan wept as only such men weep, and called 
upon her name. 

“Clare! oh, my Clare! I love you! Do you 
hear me? I love youasI never loved you yet! 
Como back to me, Clare. You are not dead, you 
shall not leave me now! My God! my God! give 
me Clare, and take all the rest.” 

Had she been dead, that loving woman, she 
would have stirred within her grave at the pas- 
sion of that cry, the strong appeal of those words, 
for as sho herself had said, love is stronger than 
death, stronger than time or space. 

But she was not dead, only swooning in the ter- 
ror of her living grave, and as her lover’s voice 
crept through the dulled senses and smote upon 
her heart, sho stirred and smiled in her deep 
sleep. 

‘Ana then, before she could even whisper his 
namé, beforo she herself know what had befallen 
her, Paul felt that his praycr was answered, felt 
sure that she lived and would live, and springing 
to his feet, bent like a young Titan to his task, 
and though bone and sinew quailed and strained 
with the superhuman effort; never paused to 
breathe, until the last fragment of the lion’s head 
rolled crashing over, and Clare lay before him 
pale, languid, but with such love shining in her 
eycs as has nerved many a heart to wait and suf- 
fer, and forgive, and at tho last crown itself with 
victory, as hers had done. 

. * . . * * 

‘God made Himsclf an awful rose of dawn,” 
whispered Clare Morgan, as sho came softly behind 
her husband and Icaned upon his arm to watch 
the glory-of the morning broaden over the vast 








amphitheatre at their feet. The mountain ter. 
race on which they stood lay bread and level at 
either hand. Behind rose, summit upon summit 
many colored hills, barren crags, and finally the 
solemn crest of an inaccessible rnountain peak. In 
front the land, at the distance of the fourth of a 
mile, broke suddenly in a steep declivity, down 
whose rocky face plunzed a broad torrent of spark- 
ling waters. Hundrei!s of feet below lay the plain 
stretching mile upon zaile, of scanty clearing and 
primeval forest, gemmed wii?: Inkelets and tra- 
versed by rapid rivers, until upon the opposite 
horizon rose another chain of bold hills, upon 
whose summit now rested the fringe of a gorgeous 
canopy of clouds, from within whose folds the sun 
was presently to appeor. 

At tbe broadest bend of the terrace stood a 
grove of gum trees and fvathery mimosas, among 
whose branches screamed and chattered the 
gaudy and tuneless birds of an Australian forest, 
Beneath these trees rose the low walls of a primi- 
tive loghouse, rude in its construction, and devoid 
of many of the appliances of civilization, but am- 
ple in its dimensions, and so buried in luxuriant 
grapevines, which, surmounting the roof, flaunted 
triumphant tendrils from the very chimney-top, 
that the eye of an observer would have failed to 
perceive many of the architectural deficiencies, 
At some little distance gtood rude and substan- 
tial farm buildings, and eagerly nibbling the fresh 
herbage of their upland pasture, an immense flock 
of sseep sought their favorite feeding ground un- 
der charge of a stalwart shepherd and his dog. 

**One should live a fuller and broader lifo here 
than in our New England villages, Clare,” said 
Paul, passing his arm about his wife’s waist, and 
drawing her close to him. ° 

“*Tt seems to me rather,” said she doubtingly, 
‘that such grand developments in nature dwarf 
the men who live among them. .The Australian 
native is far inferior to the Aborigines of North 
America ; and the new-comers, do you find these 
shepherds and gold diggers as noble as our Puri- 
tan fathers ?” 

‘What! faithful to your sterile hills and nig- 
gard plains, amid all this gorgeous growth, little 
Clare?” exclaimed Paul, laughingly. ‘ But you 
are content? you do not pine for that far-off 
home?” asked he presently, as he searched her 
face for the answer. 

It came from lip, and eye, and heart. ‘“ Where 
you are, Paul, there is my home; there am | 
content.”’ 


TREASURE IN HEAVEN. 


Foxp down its little baby hands— 
This was a hope you had of old; 
Fillet the brow with rosy bands, 
And kiss its locks of shining gold. 
Somewhere within the reach of years 
Another hope may come like this ; 
But this poor babe is gone in tears, 
With thin, white lips, cold to your kiss. 





In summer, a little heap of flowers, 
In winter, a little drift of snow ; 
And this is all, through all the hours, 
Of the promises perished long ago. 
So every heart has one dear grave, 
Close hidden under its joys and care, 
Till o’er it gusts of memory wave, 
And leave the little headstone bare. 





MEDUSA. 


CHAPTER IV, 


Tue next morning, Edward Saville watched tho 
old serving-man out, he saw the two girls start in 
the direction of Kensington Gardens, and he 
determined once more to essay his blandishments, 
backed with another halfcrown, upon tho little 
maid-of-all-work. He had not closed his eyes all 
night, and could not rest until he had acquired 
some definite information with regard to his 
neighbors. 

He rung at the bell, and Jane answered it. 

**T am sure you’re a goodnaturod little puss,” 
he said, giving her the halfcrown; “and you 
won’t refuse to tell me who it was playing so beau- 
tifully on the piano last night. I had my window 
open, and was listening all the evening ; was it 
Miss Elizabeth ?” 

“Oh, laws, no,” said Jane, “that was Mr. Wil- 
liam; he do play beautiful to be sure! I often 
listens myself.” 

“Oh, that was Mr. William, was it? And does 
he often come and play here ?” 

**Why, to be sure he do,” answered the girl; 
“he’s Mrs. Hausmann’s own son, and he’s here 
a’most every evening.” 

‘Oh, Mrs. Hausmann’s son, ishe?” It was her 
brother, then—and he drew along breath. ‘What 
fun they were having afterwards! Miss Elizabeth 
fd] fast asleep in the moonlight.” 

“Laws!” said the girl, “that was Countess 
Vander, that wasn’t Miss Elizabcth.” 

“No, no,” said Edward Saville, impatiently, 
with a renewal of agitation; ‘‘ I mean Miss Eliza- 
beth, the tall lady in white.” 

“IT know,” interrupted the girl, “‘with all her 
hair down to her foet—well, that’s Countess Van- 
der, that is.” 

“Jane!” called a loud voico from within, and 
the conscience-stricken Jane vanished under 
ground, as a homely-looking old Gorman woman, 
with a stern careworn aspect, walked straight up 
to the street door, and shut it in his face. 

Nothing daunted, he repaired to the flurist’s, 
and having provided himself with another beau- 
tiful nosegay, left it at the house as he camo back. 
He gave it to the old man-servant with a sov- 
ereign, and begged him to deliver it to Countess 


| Vander, the tall lady with tho long fair hair. In 


about ten minutes his flowers wero again returned 
to him, with the following note : 


Sm—I must beg you to abandon a pursuit 
which is extromcly annoying to as, and can only 
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intment and ery 
urself. Your attentions are not welcom 

os tady to whom they are ne, oe oF gd 

own interest, I warn you not to contitne 


He saw that no support was to be hoped for 
from the old lady ; but, not deterred by this severe 
Little missive, resolved to see whether the younger 
woman were not more assailable, and could not 
be enlisted in his favor. Since the strange scene 
which he had been a witness to in the garden, he 
had returned with some degree of bitternese, and 
scorn of himself for bis romance, to his first mis- 
givings about the mysterious woman who had so 
bewitched him. The certainty of her light con- 
duct had at last cut iteelf with a sharp pang into 
his heart ; but with that certainty had slid in a 
much more positive e* than og ae oe 

e one 
ventured to indulge, A 


be productive of disa) 


was the ity 

took his hat and ago her at some 
she went along the Bayswa’ 
came to the top of Oxford strevt, and prepared to 
cross over into Hyde Park. 
close behind her now, and had made up 
as goon as they were in the Park, to address her. 
There was @ tremendous double line of carts, cabs 
and omnibusses, and they were obliged to wait 
some little time in order to let them pass. At last 
there was a momentary , and Miss Haus- 
man went across. She had not, however, per- 
ceived an omnibus which was coming down fall 
tilt upon her. 

“Go back! go back!” shouted the terrified 
people from both sides, who saw her danger. 
Bewildered by their cries, instead..of going 
rapidly either back or forward, she hesitated 
fatally, and the next instant was knocked 
down by the pole of the omnibus. The driver, 
who was looking another way, was quite unable to 
pull up his horses in time, and she must infallibly 
have been run over had not Edward Saville, rush- 
ing forward, seized the bridle and violently backed 
the horses at his own peril, saving her from the 
death that, to the alarmed bystanders, had ap- 
peared all but inevitable. Asit was, she was more 
frightened than hurt, but her ankle was badly 
sprained, He carried her in his arms to the first 
shop at hand, where she had a glass of water, and 
sat for a few moments to recover the shock. He 
then called a cab for her, and saw her to her own 
house. 

When they arrived her foot was much worse ; 
it gave her great pain, and she could not put it to 
the Edward Saville had explained what 
had happened to the old man, who went to fetch 
his mistress. Great was her tribulation at hear- 
ing of her daughter’s accident, but great was also 
her gratitude. Edward, assisted by the old man, 
carried Miss Hausmann into the drawing-room 
and placed her on a sofa, after which, laden with 
the heartfelt thanks of mother and daughter, he 
withdrew. About two hours later he received a 
message from the next house; Madame Haus- 
mann wished to speak to him, if he would be kind 
enough to come and see her. She met him in the 
hall, and, drawing him into the little sitting-room, 
closed the doer. 

“You have been kind to my child, and done me 
a service I can never repay. You are rich, Iam 
poor. Ican never serve you but in one way only, 
and that is by telling you what I had thought 
never to tell to any soul alive, You must come 
here no more,” she said ; “forget Wanda—she is 
an ill-fated creature, who can but darken your 
young days. I have tried to warn you, but youth 
is mad, and won’t be warned. Now listen, and 
judge what hope there is for you.” Shemadehim 
sit down, and then spoke as follows : 

‘““We are from Bohemia. My husband was a 
doctor in the small town of Altheim, and we lived 
there till he died. When I lost him we left the 
town (I and my three children), and came to live 
again in the country, not far from the little village 
of Wallendorf, where I was born, and had passed 
all my childhood. 

‘We lived in a lonely cottage in a very wild 
spot, on the borders of a forest. Elizabeth, Fran- 
cis, little William and myself. Wanda is not my 
daughter, she is my foster-child only. We were 
tenants of Count Berchtold, a rich, powerful lord, 
who had property all over the country. About 
four miles from us he had a castle, and lands, and 
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there for a day or two once in three or four years, 
for the shooting ; but it was never inhabited ex- 
cept at such times. When he was in the country 
he lived himself in another great castle which ho 
had, about fourteen miles from our part of the 
world, and about seven from the town where my 
lmsband was established. 

“The count was a proud man with a heart of 
stone; the only he cared about was the 
greatness of his name, and the despair of his life 
was, that though he had been married many 
years, there was no heir. The countess was bar- 
ren, and his great name would dio out, and the 
property would all go to a female cousin, and so. 


pass away from the family. He hated his wife, ! 


poor lady, and never went near her. There was 
no insult he did not heap upon her for this sad 
misfortune of hor childlcssness. 

““My husband knew her; he had been sent for 
once in a hurry to attend her; she had had a fall, 
and broken hor arm. They did say, that in one of 
his mad rages the count had thrown her against 
® marble table, and that so her arm had got 
broken, I don’t know how that may be; he had 
60 ill a name, and was so feared and hated, that 
the worst case was always made out against him ; 
there was no need of that; he was bad enough, 
anyhow. What perhaps gave a color of truth to 


the story was, that as soon as ever she got well, 
she sent for her brother, who took her straight 
away with him to Prague, where she remained, 
and always after lived separate from her husband. 
As for him, he used to spend most of his time at 
Vienna, leading an awful life with companions as 
wicked as himself; he delighted in being surround- 
ed with wild young men, and never rested till he 
had made them as godless as he was. About 
seven years after I married and settled at Altheim; 
and while the count was away, travelling about in 
foreign parts, the countess died. She had not 
been in her grave four months, when a letter ar- 
rived for Mr. Hartmann, the count’s agent, who 
lived in Altheim, announcing his speedy arrival ; 
he had married again, and was going to bring his 
bride home, and the house was to be got ready 
without delay. We were astonished at the news, 
for the count was fifty-five years old, and no one 
had ever thought he would have married again. 
“Shortly after this some of the servants began 
to arrive at the castle, and by-and-bye reports got 
spread abroad that it was a young lady of seven- 
teen whom he was going to bring to that dreary 
home. There was a great deal of talk about it; 
some said that it was a good thing for the country 
that my lord should come back, and that the 
castle should be inhabited; others said that he 
and his profligate companions and loose servants 
did more harm than good in the place, spreading 
corruption ; moreover, he had no bowels for the 
poor, and oppressed and ground down all who 
were dependent upon him. But we all were sorry 
for the poor young lady who had come so far away 
from her own land, and her own people, to live 


amongstus. , 

**When my lord’s secretary, Johann Wild, ar- 
rived at last to see that all was straight, he told 
us more aboutit. The young countess was a 
Polish lady of great family, but without any for- 
tune; and her parents had driven her into this 

because the count, who had fallen in 
love with her for her beauty, had consented to 
take her without a dower. Mr. Wild told me they 
had had sad work to bring her to it, and that she 
looked more dead than alive on the wedding-day, 
which did not please the count, 

“They arrived late one night in May, and the 
next morning my husband was sent for up to the 
castle. The countess was tired with her journey, 
and had a slight attack of fever. Count Berchtold 
met him on the stairs, and took him at once into 
her room ; she was very lovely, and quite young, 
as they had said. The count took him up to the 
bedside; her arms were lying outside upon the 
coverlet ; he took up one of them, and while he 
felt it all over, said to my husband : ‘ Look at her! 
There are arms! There are shoulders!’ The 
poor little lady colored scarlet, and turned her 
head away, but the count only laughed, and went 
on: ‘See to her, doctor, see to her, and tell me 
what it is that ails her ; if it is the son sho means 
to give, that shall be good news for you as well 
as me.’ 

** My husband had trouble to get him out of the 
room, but at last he went, and then the poor 
child birst into tears, and sobbed as if her heart 
would break. She was ina frightful state of ex- 
citement, and could not be persuaded to speak for 
a long while ; but by degrees, seeing how patient 
and ger*’> my husband was, she quieted down at 
last. We afterwards heard that she had not 
known of the recent death of the former countess, 
and that, on arriving, she had received a great 
shock at finding all the servants, assembled in the 
hall to meet Her, clad in the deepest mourning : 
she told my husband besides, that coming from a 
smiling country, and belonging to a large family, 
the loneliness and desolate look of the castle had 
frightened her : she was evidently terribly afraid, 
too, of her lord ; this she did not say to him, but 
my husband saw it. 

** They had already been married more than two 
months, anfl there seemed to be little doubt as to 
her condition: the count was wild for joy when 
my husband told him this; he sent for some rare 
Hungarian wine, and tossed down glass after 
glass, making my husband drink with him to the 
health of the heir. My husband had seen in this 
short visit how nervous and excitable the timid 
young wife was, and tried to impress upon the 
count’s mind that gentleness and quiet 
were absolutely necessary for her health and for 
that of her child; but teach a wild beast to be 
gentle! The house was soon filled again with the 
riotous guests, and my husband was repeatedly 
called in to see the countess, whose senses seomed 


strange company. 
out of the convent to be married, and this wild 
life put her beside herself with terror. Her hus- 
band, who soon had got wearied of her, angerod 
by her refusals to join in his godless revelry, used 
to jeer and mock at her before his servants, and 
often would force her, ill as she was, to come down 
and assist at his orgies. Her nerves were com- 
pletely shaken, and my husband began seriously 
to fear for her reason. 

“At last her hour of trouble came. My hus- 
band was sent for early in the evening, and find- 
ing her state alarming, remained with her all 
night. The count had been drinking very deep, 
and thoy tried in vain to keep him out of the 
apartment : he would be there—opposition only 
infuriated him, and increased his wifo’s danger, 
After many hours of dreadful suffering, towards 
five in the morning her baby was born. ‘Show 
me my son!’ shouted tho count, springing from 
his chair to the bedside. It was a fecble, puny, 
wailing littlo girl. In a paroxyem of speechless 
rage, ho rushed at his helpless wife, and shaking 
her violently, dashed her back upon tho bed. My 
husband called for help, and they forced the count 
away from the room. The poor thing had fainted. 
No nurso had been provided, for sho had meant to 
nurse her little one herself, and thore it lay, hun- 
gry, and wailing piteously, by “‘: mothor’s side. 
My husband took the baby in ius arms, and going 








with it to the count, asked him if he would let me 
have the child to nurse. ‘Have her!’ he said, 
savagely, ‘ yes, and keep her too—take the little 
screaming wretch away, and never let me see its 
hated face again!’ And so Wanda (she was 
named Wanda after her mother) was brought to 
me, and I nursed her at the same time with my 
own Wiihelm, who had been born just three weeks 
before. 

“The countess never recovered that shock. 
Fainting-fit succeeded fainting-fit for days to- 
gether, and when at last they left her, her wits 
were gone. She was very fentle and harmless, 
but rarely ever spoke, and seemed to have gone 
into a kind of hopeless melancholy. I saw her 
once, when she was still quite young; we had 
been staying with my mother at Wallendorf, and 
we drove through the grounds and past the castle 
on ourroad back to Altheim. My husband showed 
her to me ; she was sitting at an open window on 
an upper floor of the house, looking out over the 
long avenue and the dreary flats beyond. 

“She was dressed in black, and was leaning 
back, propped up in her chair. She looked very 
fearful, like an old blighted child, with a quantity 
of white hair hanging down, all uncombed and 
uncared for, about her face and neck. I did not 
sleep for many a night after seeing her, for think- 
ing of that dreadful withered child’s face, with its 
mad, miserable eyes, and the unnatural snow-white 
hair. As we went by she jumped, and danced, 
and sereamed to us, and her women had trouble 
to hold her. She had never gone over the thresh- 
old of the door from the hour of her confinement, 
and passed her whole life at that window, looking 
out over the long avenue to the miles and miles 
of level plain that stretched beyond, as if she ex- 
pected to see, as a speck, from far away, the car- 
riage coming nearer and nearer with long lost 
friends, who would take her from this miserable 
place. But she had been for some years out of 
the world, and no one remembered her but death. 
My husband saw her die—no one else was near to 
help her ; she was taken with some sort of fit one 
morning, and they sent for him. He saw there 
was no hope, and thought it was his duty to write 
and warn the count, who was at Vienna, that she 
could not last long. P 

**One dreary night in December, my husband 
was watching with her, and so was the good Liesel, 
the nurse he had brought for her from the town, 
for she had no proper attendants, only some of 
the peasants belonging to the estate, to wait upon 
her. The count had sent no answer, and they 
thought he might arrive at any moment. It was 
just about one in the morning, when a great gust 
of wind rattled down all the chimneys, and the 
dogs began suddenly to bark and clamor, and my 
husband fancied he heard the sound of wheels 
driving up to the door. He looked round at the 
countess, and saw that she had heard it too, and 
that in some strange way it troubled and distressed 
her, for he could hear her heart beat, and she 
turned her poor eyes upon him, full of an anguish 
that it went to his soul to look upon. He sent 

iesel down to see if any one had arrived, and took 

old of the poor lady’s hand to comfort and quiet 
her, but she was getting more and more agitated, 
and gasped fearfully for breath, which she did not 
seem able to get. ; 

**A quick, heavy tread came up the stairs, the 
door was thrown open, and Count Berchtold 
entered. She knew him at once, though she had 
not set eyes on him for all those years, and in her 
fright and agony she flung herself wildly out of 
bed before they could stop her, and fell upon the 
floor. My husband rushed to pick her up, but she 
just gave one struggle and a little sigh, and with 
with it her dismal life had passed away. The 
count gave orders for a magnificent funeral, but 
he did not stay to see them executed. All the 
carriages and horses from that castle and all the 
carriages and horses from the other castle, near 
Wallendorf, came out for the occasion, and there 
were torches and music to carry her to the family 
vault in the grounds. Numbers streamed out 
from the town to look at the sight. I went with 
my husband and my brother-in-law and his wife, 
but we were all of us strangers as it wero, and it 
was sad to sco the long procession of mourning- 
coaches and family coaches going along stately 
and slow, quite empty. I have often wondered if 
any of her family ever knew the sad end she had 
made, so far away from them all.” 


“HAMLET” AT THE WINTER 
CARDEN. 

Tus memorable dramatic event of the pre- 
sent season in New York is the production of “‘ Hamlet,” 
at the Winter Garden, with Mr. Edwin Booth in the 
principal character of that sublime tragedy. For 
several months prior to its first performance—on the 
night of the 26th of November—this magnificent pageant 
was in course of preparation. Mr. Willisem Stuart 
the manager of the Winter Garden—whose taste and 
expericnce in theatrical matters amply qualify him for 
the difficult and delicate task—has superintendod the 

labors. Mr. J. G. Hanley, one of the few 


and their labors have not beep in vain. On the night 
of its first representation, before s large, brilliant and 
singularly appreciative audience, the success of the 
enterprise was abundantly assured. Since then the 
tragedy has been porformed every night, with stil) 
increasing popular success. It is not too much to say 
that ite accessories are porfect. We doubt if ‘‘ Hamlet” 
has, at any time, or in any country, been put upon the 
stage with such eutirely appropriave and sitogether beau- 
tiful scenery. No dram‘ affords aurpler scope for artistic 
as well as dramatic effect ; and, in this instance, no op- 
portunity for such offect has boen overlooked or slighted. 
The architecture of ancient Denmark, the romantic 
castle of Elsinore, its lofty, serried battlements without, 


and pondcrous furniture within— | "2€ 


ite gorgeous tapestries 

all these are faithfully roproduced, and adroitly blendod, 
in scenery both correct and gorgeous, satisfying at 
once the intellect and the imagination. Of the fourteen 





scenes, which ere entirely new, the most impressive are 
the view of the Battloments of Elsinore Castle, the 
Grand Hall, Staircase, and Theatre in the Palace, and 
the Churchyard, by Moonlight. The first of these is 
reproduced in a sketch on page 220. It does not, of 
course, preserve the felicity of color nor adequately 
realise the contrasts of light and shade, which make 
this scene so beautiful and thrilling upon the stage ; 
but it preserves the form of the original, and pcrtakes 
its weird and sombre atmosphere. The action included 
in this scene is the interview between Hamlet and his 
Father’s Ghost. No situation in the whole wide extent 
of dramatic literature is so fraught with the elements 
of sublimity, awe and terror. The night is cloudy and 
chill. The Prince, forewarne/ of the appearance of his 
father’s spirit, seeks the battlements, accompanied by 
his friend Horatio, and by Marcellus, to confront the 
dread figure of the disembodied king. It is close upon 
midnight when they reach the appointed Place. A 
noise of revelry is heard afar off, within the palace, 
heightening, by contrast, the lonesome, thrilling sus- 
pense of the watchers on the walls. A moment more 
and the spectre of the buried monarch, dreadful in 
shadowy armor, glides across the battlements, and 
beckons the Prince to follow it “‘to a more remoyid 
ground.” We may imagine the horrible struggle of 
nature against the terror of the supernatural, in tac 
soul of the man of genius, already wasted by grief, 
prone to insanity, and now crazed by this tremendous 
visitation. But Hamlet is strong, even in this ordeal, 
He breaks away from his friends, and follows the spirit 
of his murdered father, till presently, face to face, they 
stand together, and alone, upon a distant and lonely 
portion of the battlements. Then, when nature can 
endure no more, the Prince conjures the phantom : 
“Whither wilt thou lead me? Speak! I'll go no 


It is this climax which is illustrated in the scene 
that our Artist has reproduced. 

The acting of Mr. Booth at this point is, beyond 
description, intense and affecting. All the terror of the 
situation, softened by filial love, and restrained by 
manly fortitude, is expressed in his countenance, and 
in his nerved yet nerveless body. The Ghost also, is 
personated with imaginative sympathy, by Mr. Charles 
Kemble Mason. We do not recall a finer passage in 
acting. It teaches us the truth of the poet’s words, in 
their fullest signification, that 

“ By the mighty actor brought 
Iitusion’s perfect triumphs come ; 
Verse ceases to be airy thought, 
And scuipture to be dumb..’ 








NOVEL APPARATUS 
For Measuring the Speed of Projectiles. 


Scrence, in this age, has systematized every 
department of war, and, for that matter, evory depart- 
ment of peace, as well. Men no longer, as in those 
chivalric ages beloved of the disciples of Mr, Carlyle, 
go into battle, wielding the ponderous axe, and wearing 
iron pots upon their heads, and coats and trousers of 
the same unrelenting material, Nor do our warriors, 
like the ancient Britons, drive into the thick of the fight, 
in chariots, with scythearmed wheels, to mow down 
their adversaries, The day of clumsy devices is past. 
Whatever we do now-a-days, in the way of war, is done 
Se ee, one, ** with neat- 


much less continuous, In old times, when men began 
to fight, they seemed never to know when to leave off, 
but continue hacking one another to pieces, year after 
year, throughout a whole generation. Now they con- 
clude their quarrels with scientific precision—and soi- 
ence never wastestime. One of her expedients, indeed, 
to economize it is the motive of these very remarks. 
The reader will find that expedient illustrated on page 
220. Tho apparatus there depicted, for measuring tie 
velocity of projectiles, is now in use at Woolwich and 
Shoeburyness, in England, and is found to work very 
successfully. It wasinvented by Major Naver, of the 
Belgian Artillery, and its special excellence consists in 
its power of acourate measurement of very small spaces 
oftime. The scientific principle upon which the appa-. 
ratus acts is simple and familiar, though the details of 
ite construction are somewhat complex. The measure- 
ment is effected by means of a graduated arc, and a 
pendulum—the oscillations of the latter being marked 
upon the former. These implements are shown in our 
sketch. Tho pendulum, prior to an observation, is up- 
held, at the left end of the arc, by contact with a picco 
of soft iron, magnetisod by an ic current, through 
an electric magnet, at the point ‘@support. Two insu- 
lated wires are connected with this magnet, which ox- 
te@iikto o distance of 200 yards, and join their onds, 
are@nd an upright screen, 30 yards in front of a cannon, 
making the clectric circuit complete. Another part of 
the apparatus, shown in our sketch a little to tho left of 
the arc, is called the conjunctor. An electric magnet, 
at its top, holds a weight, suspended above a cup of 
mercury. This magnet is also connocted, by insulated 
wires, with a second screen 120 foot in front of the first, 
or 150 feet from the cannon which is to be discharged. 
These wires, being insulated by gutta-percha, may be 
either buried in the ground, or hung on posts as in our 


picture. 

Before explaining the operation of this apparatus, we 
should premise that the pendulum has s duplicate, or 
index, in its rear, so attached to it, by a light spring, 
that its motion must be simultaneous, Behind tho arc, 
and connected with the conjunctor, is a large electro 
magnet, which has power to act upon this index, by 
attraction, when magnetised. The business of the con- 
janctor is to magnetise this at the proper moment. 

When the cannon is firod, the shot, crashing through 
the first screen, severs the wiros and destroys the 
electric current which has hitherto sustained the pen- 
dulum. This, therefore, immediately begins to fall, ac- 
companied of course by its duplicate. The ball gocs 
hurtling on, and crashes through the second screcn, 
severing the wires that connect with the conjunctor. 
The disabled magnet, of course, drops its weight into 
the cup of mercury, wherein this is instently pressed 
down, by a stoe] blado, comploting au clectric circuit 
which magnetises tho largo eloctro-magnet in tho rear 
of the arc. Tho latter takcs instantaneous effect upon 
the duplicato petdulum, and clamps it to the arc. The 
point theroby marked shows tho time occupicd by the 
projectilo in pessing through the screcns, minus the 
time necossary for the fall of the weight in tho con- 
junctor—which time is markod by still another part of 
the apparatus, called tho diajunctor, The dixjunctor 
appears in our at the extreme left of the opers- 
tor’s table. The time occupied by the projectile in pas- 
h the screens be divided by the distance 
ovor which it travels, gives the volecity of its move- 
ment. Tho operation of this apparatus is in- 
stantancous, and ite precision is «icscribed as absolutely 
wonderful. 
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NOVEL ELECTRIO APPARATUS FOR MEASURING THE SPEED OF CANNON SHOT, OR OTHER PROJECTILES, 
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SCENE FROM “ DAMLAT,'’ AS PERFORMED AT THE WINTER GARDEN, N. Y.—HAMLET ENCOUNTERING HIS PATHER ® GHOST, ACT I., SCENE 3.—SKRTUHED BY OUR SPECIAL ARTIST, ALBERT BERGHAUS, 
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SOUTH. Unciz Ase--* Sambo, you are not handsome, any more than myself, bul as to sending you 
* Now, Jaffy, when you think you have had enough of this, say so, and I'l leave off.” —( Vide back to om old master, I’m not the man to do it—and what's more, 1 won't,” —( Vide 
President’s .) dent’s Mossagy) 
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. AN EXPLANATION WITH BRAZIL. su ’ . 
UNCLE Sam (to Plenipotentiary)—‘ Seehere, my sailor boys aren't posted on matters of ate. = encerstsbeneemees 
TU tell = pow tad & ve been. As to the Florida, there she lies, many a fathom deep. If her Danxex—‘ Oh, massa, dere’s Sherman's army coming up 0 de front stoop.” 
owner, Jeff, wa , let him come here and dive for her. Masten—‘t Well, Coxsar, take this gun and keep 'em off ti? P'm well away.” 
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_“ Ia, Pompey ! see de way de New York white folks friz dere har. Fact is dey want lo look THE FUEL QUESTION—SCENE: A TENEMENT HOUSE, N. Y. 
= colored le. ; ‘ ; i Terence—“ What for, Biddy, does ye want them balusters ?” 
omMP— s0—bimeby dey stain dere faces black out 0’ compliment to us, Bripoet—“ Sure for making afvire. D yethink I'd buy kindling wood while there's balusters ?” 
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successive winters of 1 uncomm: severe. 
In 1368 the wine distributed to the soldiers was cut 
with batchets. In 1683 it was excessively cold. Most 
of the hollies were killed. Coaches drove along the 
pm tke ice of which was 11 inches thick. In 1709 

urred the cold ae 4 the frost ted three 
far into Ad 1716 booths were Ly ay on 

1744 atl 1745 the 


é, euponatl te the air, was covered, lows than 15 

sietaat cli ioe an eighth of an inch thick. In 1809, 

aes in 1812, the winters were remarkably cold. 
1814 there was a fair on the frozen Thames, 
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$5 wracuin MACHINE! DD | eres 


BEAUTIFUL PRESENT 
FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 


Just Out. THE FAMILY GEM SEWING MACHINE 
a most Wonderful and Elegantly Constructed Novelty; 
is NOISELESs in on, uses the sTRAIGHT NEEDLE, 
and then b hand 
r ry > 
» shen Tuck, Run up 
Breaiths, &e., &c.; requires no Lubrication’ or Change 
‘Stitch—1s ‘NOT ‘LIABLE TO GET OUT OF ORDER, and 
will last a Lrrerme, and is the prettiest and most use- 
ful Christmas Gift you can buy. Read the following: 
“For the Dressmaker it is tsa oe for the House: 


hold it supplies a vacant place.”"—Godey’s Ladies’ Book 
“« At length the desiderstum t so long sought a, com, 
bi , speed and cheapness, has ed 


The simple structure of this compact and beautiful little 
Machine will at once command attention, and thie speed, 
certainty and ease with which the work is gy will 
make it THE FavoRITE with the ladies,’’—Mxns. 
Srevens, in N. Y. Weekly. 

“It uses @ common needle, sews very rapidly, and is 
~ understood that a child can use it.”—N. ¥. 


This ingenious and useful little Machine is perfect in 
its construction, and has none of the faults of the High- 
Priced Sewing Machines. No one will pay from $50 to 
$100 for a Sewing Machine when this one can be bought 
for the small sum of $5. 

This wonderful M d the FIRST 
pan ve by the New York x State Ta, showing its 

ority over all others, 
imitations of this oe ARTICLE are liable, 
as infringements on the Patent. 

aay Agents wanted all over the world, 

Single Machines sent to any address per Express, 
pecked in box on — of $5. 

Address all orders 
FAMILY GEM SEWING MACHINE CO., 
102 Nassau Street, N. Y 


A Young Bagiich Lady wishes a situ- 
ation in a le family, to take charge of one or 
two young children, tach the rudiments of English and 
— e dan J vin : references given. Address 


“PERRY'S MOTH 


AND 


FRECKLE LOTION. 


CHLOASMA, or MOTH PATCHES, LENTIGO, or 
FRECKLES, Blemishes on the face, called .loth, are 
very annoying, particularly to ladies of light com- 
plexion, as the discolored spots on the skin slow more 
strongly on blondes than on brunettes, but they con- 
a out in marring the beauty ‘of either ; and 

at will remove them without injuring the 
skin in extare or color, would be considered a Fy 
achievement in medical science. DR. B. OC. P 3 
who devotes all his time to diseases of the skin, 
discovered an infallible remedy for the removal “a 
Moth, Freckles and other discolorations, without - 
to its color or texture. Prepared only by DR. 
PERRY, Dermatologist, 49 Bond St., New York. 
WEEKS & POTTER, 170 Washington 8t., Boston, 


hf 











Wholesale ts for New England. Sold by all = 
sts. Call for Perry’s Moth and Freckle Lotion. 
2 per bottle. me 





72 Bair Uprooted “EX 


poem of paste of Go bely te Sa mae. wees 
to the skin, by “U DEPILATORY 

Mailed to any Bri. - for" $1 25, by 8. OC. v UPHAM, 
25 South Eighth 8t., Philadelphia. 482-94 


J@ Lost MEanhcod Restored, =i 


ae and giocaaiiy, ty Ge use of “Dn. La Pornte’s 





ve Evrxim.”’ cA 38 Boat Price $2. Sent post- 
paid by 8. ©. UPHA 25 South Eighth Street, Phila- 
delphia, Pa. Pa. Circulars sent free. 482-94 


gt Agthma Cured. “&. 


Relief guaranteed in ten minutes, and 





cure effected by the use of a aaa ~ A Cure.” 
Casce of from ten to twenty years’ eld at once 
to its influence. Price $2. Ay — d to any ad- 

ee Phila- 


dress, by 8. C. UPHAM, 25 South 
Gclphis, Pa. Circulars sent free. 


Holiday Presents ! 


Protean Fountain 
PEN. guaranteed. Absolutely incorro- 
dible; all kinds of ink’ can be uscd; the flow is perfect; 





once writes ‘the hours, > is compact for the a4 
and = fastidious ~—S yO 

= for —* aeons t. Oo Pro 

prietors and Bole 
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OR MARKED 


PLAYING CARDS. 


1 u.sve constantly on hand and for sale every style of 
MARKED BACK PLAYING CARDS. These Cards, 
when learned, can be told by the back as well as the 
face. Full and complete instructions forwarded with 
each pack. Merked Cards, $12 per doz., $100 per gross. 
Single pack sent by mail for $2. Send all orders to 

c. BRIGUB, wy = 1il., 
4524 P, 0, Drawer, 6308. 


STOsSsST OUT = 


And sent FREE on receipt of stamp, 


EVANS'S NEW CATALOGUE 


Bor isces. 


(Eleventh year of the Enterprise.) 
NEW BOOKS, NEW GIFTS. 
NEW BOOKS, NEW GIFTS. 
NEW BOOKS, NEW GIFTS. 


pp necte Or OR, Bae for Sailors, Books for Civi- 
A, lor Everybody; Historical, Biographical, 
Religious, Scientific. Masical’ and Pooks 
in every a nig ef of literature. Albums and Pre- 
sentation Books, Card Pictures of all the Celebrities. 

A Gift worth from 50 cents to $100 


with each Book ! ° 
All Books sold at publishers’ ar prices, with lib- 


eral inducements to — 
Send your orders the NEW CATALOGUE and an 


book you may want to the ORIGINAL GIFT BOO: 
BALE. (Instituted by G. G. Evans, in 1854). Orders 
promptly filled and satisfaction guaranteed. 

482-5 G. G. EVANS, 630 Chestnut 8t., Phila. 


HOLIDAY PRESENTS! 
GREAT PRIZE DISTRIBUTION 


Pianofortes," Melodeons, Gold 


ivatcheo, Diamond Bin 


are, 
Worth s8500,000! 


New York Gift Association, 


599 BROADWAY, N. ¥. 


Distribution is made in the following 
CERTIFICATES, 
are placed in SEALED 
mixed. One of these Envelopes, con‘ the Certifi- 
cate or order for some Article, will be pA oan our 
office, or sent by mail to any 
to choice, on receipt of 25 yyy On ti Cer 





LLAR and —— 
the Article named, or can pe Poa other one Article 
on our List of the same value. 

aa Purchasers of — SEALED ENVELOPES may 
in this manner am 28 ARTICLE WORTH ro 
ONE TO FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS NE 
LAR, which they need not until it is knowr + a 
is drawn and its value. En satisfaction guaranteed 
in all cases. ! You must get the 
value of your money. 

Six Certificates for $1; thirteen for $2. 

AGENTS WANTED. Send a stamp for a Circular. 








All letters should be 
T. BENTON & OO., Box 5567, P. O., New York. 
ODOR: ODOF!! 
DR. BRICCS’S 


GOLDEN Oo Dor, 


Will force a Beautiful Set of Whiskers or 
— ” Moustaches on the Smoothest face in five 
weeks, AND NO Humsve! 
Also, HAIR ON BALD HEADS in eight weeks. 
I receive RECOMMENDATIONS most every day: Tes- 
as ae 
will send my Golden O’Dor I sealed end 
postpaid for $1 36. Aap WARBANTED.“GS 
Send all orders to 
eS ER DS O Se ae 





—_—_—_—-———- - 


Stop! Stop! Stop! 
Full instructions, by which any opr | can master 
the curious art of Ven’ @ few hours and 
make a world of fun, Sent by mail for 50 cents. 
482-3 Address DR. 4 





Gayest of the Gay! 
cards (52 Trench’ Phtares). pg . oy mail, 
$115; $10 per dozen packs. Also mar Cards, 40 


Kinds, 000" Br HMR TE, 68 Liberty Street, N. Y. 


REMINGTON’S 









ARMY AND NAVY 
REVOLVER! 


Approved by the Government. 
Aue Pocket ann Belt Revolvers. Bold rhe ‘Trade 


by the Trade 
generally 
3. REMINGTON & SONS, 


Zlion, MN. ¥- 
$70 4 MONEE! bas testers 


rticles, the best selling 


Sree. Address OTIS T. GAREY, 1 ced ul 
479-491 


466-78 








Zook! Zook! Look! 


My Golden Seepers will force the Beard to grow on 
the smoothest face in 21 days. Satisfaction given or 
money refunded. Price 60 cent oF three for $1. 

482-3 Address DR. FRANKLIN, Calhoun, Ill. 





False Moustaches. 


Moveracnes 60 cents and $1; Goarzes 50 cents and $1; 
Iupreia.s 50 cents. Sent, postpaid. Send stamp for 
Circulars and Great Curiosities that every one should 


have. 
©. W. PHILO, Brooklyn, N. ¥. 


The Book of Wonders tells how to 
make CIDER without apples or any other fruit. It also 
contains the Hunter’s Secret, how to catch Fish and all 
kinds of Game; how to make all kinds of Liquors; all 
my Onguents and Curling Fluids; Gambling Ex- 

; Ventriloquism Made ; Information of Im- 
=, to Ladies; how to gain the Love of any one, 
Se. &c., &0. Bent, securely sealed, for 25 cents. 
Box 50657, 
482-5 P. O., New York. 


Address 


in 7 





2 kinds. o. «lo umn Gem Pictures 
Vil Colors for 50 cents. Ayents wanted. 
J. &. G. PIERPONT, 
37 and 39 Navseu Sireet, N. Y. 





GOLD PENS 


FOR THE MILLION! 


the following cae, wow cont, by 
or an directed, Gold Pen selecting the 


GOLD PENS WITHOUT CASES, 
For 50 cts. a No. 2 ; for 75 cts. a No. 3 ; for $1 
Wo. 4 pen; for $1 25 a No. 6 pen; for $1 yt 


The same Pens, in SILVER PLATED EXTENSIO 
CASES, WITH PENCILS. 5 


For $1 No. 2 pen; for $1 25 No. 
pen; for $2 No. 5 pen; for 


mail, oF 
same 


neh me a. * 


a MOPERAL PES, od 
though they are unwarranted, and 


First quality 14 carat, Warranted 
Gold Pens. 
We fey ormpens Rye y Apt Bye Sn 
monte, extent 
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pao or a No. 2 pen 
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ate | te 


SISeee 


aaaaaa 
BssaRs 


For $4 0. 7 
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& No. 1 pen; all first quality. 


f Secours of 20 pas cont. WE be atlowell on came of 
$16, if sent to one address, at one time; 15 per cent. on 
25; 20 per cent. on $40, 


(it peuiionees ty saat coy yt ag 4 
all who enclose cents extra for registering. 
quenentes the endo Geliveny of the geode. 


exact sizes, and prices, sent 
desired. Pens repointed for 


AMBRICAN GOLD PEN CO., 
000 No, 200 Broadway, N. ¥. 


Dr. Talbot’s Concentrated Medical 


with of 
one oe erate: 
cents, by mail. 





vigor 
New York merchant, who has w 
the Pinea; ee SS ee e 


beneficial; it has an entire preventive to 
sickness in case. another well-known gentle- 
man in New York has used the Cider con- 





ot Sie cast ce ve ee Su don 





MATRIMONIAL FAVORS 


BRIDAL SETS, BRIDAL DAL GARNITURES, BRIDES- 
MAIDS’ SETS, OSTRICH FEATHERS 
AND PARIS FLOWERS, 


At TUCEER’S, 769 Broadway. 


Stereoscopic Pictures and Oartes de 
VISITE, latest importations. Also, New Books and 
Qs aes Send for Circular. 

PIERRE BIBON, 25 Ann &t., N. ¥. 








Old Eyes Made New! 


A pamphlet directing how to speedily restore sight 
and give up spectacles, without aid of doctor or medicino. 
Sent by mail, freo, on receipt of 10 cents. Address 

EK. B. FOOTE, M. D., 


466eow 1130 Brondway, N. ¥. 





Gents and 
arry Gray and get 


Hoora, Boys, 
Everybody else. 


Sporting 


Send 26 cents to 


the great Secret huw to entrap all kinds of auinials; 
also, how to draw all kinds of game into snares. 
by HARKY GRAY. of Somers, Tolland Co., Conn. 


Scut 








ae $0 


$7 





and 
Key, Case, etc., complete, and vent" Lei Ven 

’ a 8 Vi 
Chain and beautiful ” 


MINIATURE GOLD LOCKET! 


to match, with Double Cases, Box and Glass for 7'wo 
Likenesses. ry 


Holiday Present. 


ay 8. Sent by mail 


use, in Heavy Double Cassa 
above, with Key, Case, etc., — fy. 

Engraved Double Case Case Locket, mail to 
any address for only $7. d 


The Imperial Watch, 
Rog ena 
aw ah hy 
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vate trade 
ye pri do mark, Price per single one, 
Y BROTHERS, 


102 Naseau Bt, N. x. Eetathished 1855, 
°|}GREAT GIFT DISTRIBUTION ! 
250,000 


~ 
Watches, Chains, Diamond Rings, Etc. 
WORTH OVER 
One Million Dollars! 
All to be Sold for One Dollar Hach!! 


WITHOUT REGARD TO VALUE! NOT TO BE PAID FOR 
UNTIL YOU KNOW WHAT YOU ARE TO RECEIVE! 


Splendid List of Articles! All to be Sold for $1 each! 














EACH. 
= fa ome Hun’ ro $50 to $150 
250 Ladies’ =e 
Watches........... 85 “ 70 
600 Gents’ Hunting-case  Bilver Watches 85 “ 70 
200 Diamond ° 50 “100 
2,000 Gold Vest 16 “ 30 
3,000 “ o 4 “ 6 
3,000 Gold 4“ 8 
000 Chased Gold Bracelets........ esee 5“ 10 
6 20 
7,000 Solitaire and Gold Brooches....... 410 
2,000 Lava and Florentine Brooches 4“ 6 
Coral, and Em Brooches 4" 8 
5,000 —_— et, Lava and Florentine 
ewcccccccocveccoscoee 4“ 8 
7,500 —_ & Emerald Ear Drops 4“ 
000 Calif Diamond Breast Pins... 260 “10 
8,000 Gold Fob and Vest Watch Keys... 260“ 8 
4,000 ed ps Lay Ly ey 8 “10 
6,000 Sets of Solitaire Sleeve ae, 
Studs, e' cocceces 3“ 8 
8,000 Gold Thimbies, Pencils, eto. 4“ 7 
10,000 Miniature Lockets.......... 260 8 
00u oe “ Spring 3 20 
oar. one Seem icks, Crosses, etc..... a“ 8 
5,000 Plain Go! rretitii tii tit 411 
$000 Chased Gold eccceveccoscce 6° 13 
10,000 Stone Set and Signet Rings 250 “10 
10,000 California Diamond roe cia 2 10 
7,500 Sets Ladies’ —— ot & Gold 6 “15 
6,000 Bete Ladies’ 
WOBTE, GOB ccccnccccccescccsocesce 4°15 
10,000 Gold Pens, Silver Extension-hold- 
ers and TYTTTTTTT TTT 4“ 10 
10,000 = Pens and Mounted 
‘! 00 6occeccecoceseosccccs 3“ 8 
ne Pens and Gold Extension 
peeccccvceseccesocecocose 6“ 10 
5,000 Silver Gobiets and Drinking ome 6“ 50 
8,000 Silver Castors. .......6..seeeeeees 15 * 50 
2,000 Silver Fruit and Cake Baskets... 20 « 60 
PER DOZEN 
6,000 Sogn Gee Bee.. eee $10 “ 20 
5,000 Table Spoons & Forks 20 “ 10 
In consequence of the stagnation of trade in the 
manufac districts “of land, through the war 
he cut the supply of m, ® large quantity of 
Val Jewe! intended f e English 


llery, 
market, has been sent off for sale in this 
MUST BE SOLD AT ANY SACRIFICE! 
Under these ARRANDALE & CO., act- 
ing as Agents for the princi, European Manufacturers, 
have resolved upon a Gift Distribution, subject to 


the 
sen naming each article and its value, are 
placed in SzaLep EnveLorzs and well mixed. Onc of 
ee ae hy ae Coany entre co 
receipt of 25 cents. 
ALL ARTICLES SOLD AT ONE DOLLAR EACH, 
WITHOUT REGARD TO VALUE!! 
On receipt of the Certificate, you will see what you 
ere going rye ty dh pS gg A HL 
the dollar and take eee a Purchasers may 
may thus obtain a Gold Watch, Diamond 
Set of Jewellery on our list for ONE DO: 
no case can they get less than One Dollar’s worth, os 


country, and 





there are no The price of Certificates is as fol- 
One for... + -26 cents. 
Five for... --$1 
Eleven for oo 3 
Thirty for a 
Bixty-five for. .....-ecsesceees 10 
One bundred for.............. 15 


AGENTs will be allowed ten cents on every Certificate 
orderod by them, provided their remittance amounts to 
One Dellar. Agents will collect 25 cents for every Cer 
titicate, ant remit 15 cents tu us, either in cash or pos: 
aye Stamps. ARRANDALE & CO., 

407 Brvadway, New York 
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Dec. 24, 1864.| 


FRANK LESLIF’S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 
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~ Soliday Presents. 
J. H. WINSLOW & CO. 


THE i ym: OPPORTUNITY EVER OFFERED 
— aT 


100,000 
WATCHES, CHAINS, SETS OF JEWELLERY, GOLD 
PENS, BRACELETS, LOCKETS, RINGS, 
GENTS’ PINS, SLEEVE BUT- 
TONS, STUDS, ETC., 


worth s500,000! 
sold ONE DOLLAR without to 
tals SER DEAS cath ert or 
a “Gand 98 corte Soe a Certificate, which will inform 
pap eS ee 
and particulars, 


terms to Agents, which we want in every and 
Town in the b 
J. H. WINSLOW & CO. 
208 Broadway, New York. 


Soldiers of the Union! 


Read the podeenne mn eee ma Tathese seoctves from your 
comrades as endorsements of the 


WORLD KNOWN AND WORLD TRIED REME- 
DIES, KNOWN A$ PROF. HOLLOWAY’S 


PILLS AND OINTMENT. 





You will here find af Sestimenieto passives 
from all parte of of occu- 
fy Ltd SEE YOUR HEAL ! Allof 
you have some one in welfare, then 
do not delay. a ee ee Not only 

yourselves, but to your Fathers and Mothers, Sisters, 
Wives and Then while you may, purchase 
your Health! 


35 cents, 88 cents, or $1 40, 
Will, when expended in these medicines, bring you 


— } 
olunteers, 
Fotiy Isuanp, 8. O., Nov..2, 1864. 
Prof. Horzoway, 80 Maiden Lane, N. Y.: 

Srmm—Enclosed please find two dollars, for which send 
me one dollar’s worth each of your celebrated Pills and 
Ointment, by return mail. attend to this at 
once, for I Same sueee Se S008 Gt ine Soars Semeaes. 

Address Lieut. A. W. FELLOWS, Q. M. 
39th Iinois Vols, 


Camp weaR Branpy Sration, Va., Nov. 7, 1864. 
Prof. HotLoway: 

Dear Sme—I have heard « great deal of talk about 
your famous Pills, and as I never was in Spas 
none ES one, 5 Some ay See, as Diarrhoea is 
= «9a gend me the worth of the 


SOREPH. WALSEL, “Oo. B, 6th Regt., Excelsior Brigade. 


PULASKI, Tenn., Nov. 6, 1864. 
Prof. HoLtLoway: 
DEAR 


Srm—Please find enclosed one dollar, and send 
pa Ll pa pe - LY I am troubled 
wie Oey d seek cure. Yours, &c., 

F. TURNER, Co. 1,24 fows Infantry. 


Monn Ista Istanv, 8. C., Nov. 1, 1864. 
Prof. Hotztowar: 
Iha Diaret pom pat FPF te t to 
ve _ can’t ge so I wan 
try your Pills, Yours, &c., 


LIAM 
Oo. D, 104th ft. Penn. V Vols. 
000 a, 8. 0. 


Diaries for 18656, 


From 25 cents to $3. All kinds BLANK BOOKS, PA- 
PER and STATIONERY at moderate _ Orders 
solicited, FRANCIS & LOUT 
Stationers and Printers, 

45 Maiden Lane, N. Y. 





481-4 





9th, 
14th, 18th, 


ARMY CORPS, 
Showing each Division. 
BY THE SINGLE ONE, 
100 or 1,000, 
6end for Circular. 
Address 
DROWNE & MOORE, 


Manufac’g Jewellers, 
208 Broadway, N.Y. 


ph Cards for Gentlemen.— 

sapien att Obalogus set for 35 cata Enclose en 
ewe WO Fee ome eee Se 

D. HEMMETTE, 5834 Liberty 8t., N. ¥. 











TWENTY-FOUR 
CARTES DE VISITE 


FRENCH ‘GRISETTES, 
In different attitudes of art. 
Enclose $1 25 and four red stamps. 
477-80 CHAS. MANY, 34 Nassau 8t., N. ¥. 


Six Dollars from Fifty Cents. 


Agents, come and examine Invention, or Samples sent 
free by mail for 50 cents. Retails for $6 easily, B. L. 
= TT, 170 Chatham Square, New York. 








$1 WHISKBRS! 


For $1 : will send 
COMPOUND, highly 
a heavy growth of hair u 
weeks, or upon bald heads in e: 
or injury to the skin. Entire sa 
refunded. 


$1 
postpaid, the GRECIAN 
ed, which I warrant to force 
the smoothest face in fivo 
ht weeks, without stain 
action given or money 





Ww. .—Sewimre Macuine Acents! Every- 
where, to in uce the new Shaw ¢& Clark $16 Family 
Sewing Machine, the only low prico machine in the 
country which is licensed by Grover & Baker, Wheeler 
& Wilson, Howe, Singer & , and Bachelder. Salary 
end expenses, or latge commissions allowed. AU other 
Machines now sold for less than $40 each are infringe- 
ments, and the ecller and tno user Lable. Mlustrated Cir- 





culars sent fre. Address SHAW & CLAKK, Bidde- 
ford, Maine. 479-492 


a @ 


MANUFACTURER’S STOCK 
OF 


wes Gold Pens 
Bracelets, 
Ana fall eaorttat of ne Sewellery, + 
of by distribution for the next 60 
Certificates of all the various . in en- 
d sod cian Game 
you what you can have 
lor 25 cents ; five for $1; 
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STOMACH BITTERS, 


A TIMELY WARNING TO THE SICK.—It is es- 
ally important at this time, when the markets of the 
nited States are flooded with the direst poisons, under 

Son — of im: fener and when domestic com- 
lay ye but fiot ® whit less 

oeacen are Deraldea to © world as *sov 
remedies,” that the public should Se ab, understand the 
Stimalante called Nquore aze impure, and all the Towice 
stim te are © Tonics 
containing alcohol are raanuactured wi with a fiery article 


con or oil, & ; HOSTET- 
ee LE DRATED. STOMACH contain 
ination of pure Es- 
sence of Rye with pure juices of the most valuable 
stomachic, anti-bilious and aperient herbs and plants, 
and thes on 0 cafe and regia een ht Dyspe and 
all its kindred complaints, th before 
the world without a rival “4 competitor. Its sales to- 
day are equal to the combined sales of all the other 
Tonics advertised in the United States, and the certifi- 
cates which authenticate its usefulness are ~ by 
individuals et Ld. hest standing in every essional 
calling and walk life. Beware of imi and 


ed by all Druggists and Family Grocers. 
Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters, 


PREPARED AND SOLD BY 


HOSTETTER & SMITH, Prrrspura, Pa. 
New Yors Orrice, 69 CepaR STREET. 





“Psyc sychomancy.” How either sex may 
fascinate and gain the love, confidence, affection and 


good will of any person they choose, instantly. This 
simple mental uirement all can 
certain success etc., free by mail, for 
26 cents, together with « de to the —a 
sexes—an extraordi ~<a 
edition; over 100, 000 cof Ae a 5 ee 

¢@ T. WILLIAM & Publishore, 1 Philadelphia. 





HOWARD'S “IMPROVED” 
SWEAT PROOF 








Soldiers’ Money Belts. 


Every Soldier can have ono sent to him by return 





mail, free of p ‘ing $2 60 or $3, according 
to the quality desired. Address. 
HOWARD BELT OO., 436 Broadway, N. Y¥. 





The Useful and the Beautiful Combined. 


Besides Books, Albums, Pictures, Microscopes, &c., 
Messrs. FOWLER & WELLS, 389 Broadway, N. Y., 
have Busts of different sizes of Psyche, Sabrina, Apollo, 
Diana, Flora, Clytia, Shakespeare, Milton, Scott, Burns, 
Byron, Piato, Homer, Virgil, Socrates, Raphael, Schiller, 
Goethe, Washington, Webster, Franklin, &c., suitable 
for the Library, Reading-Room, Public Hall or Drawing- 
Room. 482-3 


New Illustrated Annual of Phrenology 
and Physiognomy for 1865, with * Signs of Character.” 
The Five Races of Man: Forty Engravings and an Al- 
manac for 100 years. Newsmen have it. By first post, 
12 cents. Address 

482-3 YOWLER & WELLS, 389 Broadway, N. Y. 








“An Article that Every Married Lady 


sbould pussess will be sent securely sealed tor $1. 


A829 Addregs Box 5067, ¥, V., New Xork. 





A handsome Bagine-Turnei 
Double Electro-plated W: 


$7 WATCHES, $9 
ag 


for Army use. ce 
A fine 16 Carat Electro Gold- ted Watch, in Double 
Cases, same as above, in ect Running ‘Order, and 
a Reliable Timekeeper, sent free in a neat case ivr $9. 


American Army Watch, 


Duperted by expressly for the American Trade. In 
Oreide ‘Gold Composite Hunting Cases (Sandos 
); superb! —— or massive plain cases, 

Being 18 Carat P Gok and the inner oae Solid Gold Com- 
te ; the two combinations being known as Oreide 

etal, the imitati being so faultless that it can 
be detected from Solid Gold, and will not change 

aa is beautifully engraved, and finished 
equal larly recom- 
mended not only for beauty but durability. It has the 


Eiverpool), improved Huby Action, Independent Bal: 
uby Action, den - 
= Sunk Seconds, plain or fancy Enameled Dial, 


Steel Spade-cut Hands, fancy Push-pin, Lever Cap, and 
is warranted for one year. YY 7 one sent free, in a 
Turkey say for $18. Case, with a fine French Curb Vest 


comprises over 40 different styles of 
~~ Watches, of the latest and most 
Enroposn styles, for Army and Home Trade. 


Holiday Watch for Ladies, 
In rented, $2 Gold Composite Hunting Cases, fully war- 
ose wishing to buy single Watches, or dealing in 
ane should send a stam 13 our Descriptive Circular. 
Address KELLEY & 


» Importers, 
No. 200 Broadway, New York. 





Stereoscopic Views and Cartes de V 
1,000 pee Se waeud ELAPO. 60 ecu for ecu oo 
000 VICTOR 





The Great Money-Making Article. 
Everybody needs it. Agents or Soldiers can make $10 
aday. Sample, with particulars, sent free by mail, for 
265 cents, Address 


E. H. MARTIN, Hinsdale, N. H. 





Do You Want Luxuriant Whiskers 


or Moustaches? 


MY ONGUENT will force them to grow heavily in 
six weeks (u) Gece the smoothest face) without stain or 
injury to the skin. Prico $i—sent by mail, post free, 

to any address on receipt of an order. 

R. G. GRAHAM, 109 Nassau 8t., N. Y. 


“<< album Gems.” New, Gay 
and Fancy. The most desirable Cards ever published— 
including the French Dancing Girl; Venus Sporting 
with Love; Bedtime; Bombarding Charleston; Sinking 
the 290, etc., etc. Price only 8 cents each, or $1 for the 
set of 15 choice cards. 

@. W. TOMLINSON, Publisher, 
221 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 








The Barly Physical Degeneracy of 
American People, 


And the early melanc' +A decline of Childhood and 
Youth, just published by DR. — Physician to the 
Troy Li and Hygienic Institu 

A on the above —<y the cause of Nervous 


Debility, lasenmees and Consumption; Wasting of the 
Vital Fluids, the ous and hidden causes of Pal- 
pitation, Im: ition and Digestion. 


paired 
Aw F ail not to send two red stamps and obtain this 
book. Address 


DR. ANDREW STONE, 
Physician to the Troy Lung and Hygienic Institute; 

Physician for Diseases of the H Throat and 
Lungs, No. 96 Fifth Street, Troy, N. Y. 462-74 


WONDERFUL DEVELOPMENTS 


In the use of Petroleum. 


WOODWARD’S Patent Self-Ad- 
justing LANTERN (just out) has the 
advantages over any Lan- 
tern yet invented: 
1st—It burns with a brilliant light, 
and cannot be easily extinguished. 
2d—The glass can be instantly re- 
moved for cleaning, or replaced 
when broken. 
8d—It is the best made and most 
utifully finished of any Lantern 


in use, 

Sample of Lantern, including Sav- 
age & Co.’s cclebrated No-Chimney 
aa will be sent on receipt of 

Send for Circular and Price List. 

BAVAGH & CO., 

286 Greenwich St., N. Y. 


Employment for Ali! 


$10 to one aday clear. For particulars send stamp to 
481-' J. W. STEPHENS, 239 Broadway, N. Y. 

















Use of Tobacco, in all its forms, Cured 
and PREVENTED. Particulars free. Address 
JAS. DAY & SON, New Haven, Conn. 


Attention, Company! 


CLARK’S ONGUENT.—A Poworful Stimuwant. Each 
packet warranted tw produce a full set of Whiskers or 
Moustaches in Six Wecks upon the smoothest face, 
without stain or injury to the skin. Any porson using 
this Onguent and finding it not as represented (by in- 
forming me of the fact), can have their money returned 
to them at any time within three months from day of 
purchase. Price $1. Sent scaled and postpaid to any 
address on receipt of the mouey. Address 


A. U. CLARE, 
468-83 P. O. Drawer 118, Albany, N. ¥. 








For Nervous Debility, &c., 


Tse “ Cruger’s Concentrated Cure.” Tho only reliablo 


remedy. Price, per vial, $1—6 for $5. Sent froe by 
mail. Send for Pamphict—sent free. Acicdress 
Cc. K. BLISS & CO., 706 Brv sdway, ‘. ¥. 
Sold by Druggists ev rywhere, 


For Choice of Purs suits, 


Physical and Enteoctass Culture; Labor, Mental and 
Manual: Human Faces; * The Mad-House;” Varietics 
of Character; ldivey, ~dtl—y Causes ond Cure. Seo 
Decemnrn Ne. PHRENOLOGICAL JOURNAL—Weouls | 
by first post. Newsnen have it. Address 


481-2 FOWLER & WELL*5, J0Y Broadway, N, ¥, 





aa Bent Everywhere by Mail, Postpaid. es 
Zixtension Silver-Mounted Holders, 
WITH COMPOSITE 





REVERSE LEAD PENCILS, 

In cases of one dozen each; the bores are finely 
finished and cloth lined, so that the contents can sus- 
tain no injury in transportation. Prices same as be- 
fore the War. 

The Holders are of the most handsome and durable 
construction ; are heavily silver-plated, with an ex- 
tension of three lengths. All are engraved, chased od 
engine-turned, and for beauty are not surpassed b 
others. Our prices for the ” and pens, so. a i = 
dozens only, are as follows 


Size One.—When open, 54 inches in length 5 
BS cock 0 One by mail, postpaid, $10 25 ; retails at ‘ 
oe 


‘.—When open, 6 inches in length; 
ozen by mail, postpaid, $12; retails at $3 


“Bize Three. «—When open, 614 inches in len 
ce per by mail, postpaid, $19 25; re ai 
$5 and — 


Price per 


ure—When open, 7% inches in length ; 
Price per Fa by mail, postpaid, $26: retails at 


oe ond upwards. 

oe Fiv ive@.e—When open, 8 inches » = 
ie. et dos ozen, by mail, postpaid, $33 50 
$10 on 


Sent to — Army and elsewhere, by mail, 
Also WATCHES AND SEWELLERY in ont 
pode at png gg — for Regis- 
tered letters at our risk. rs respectfully solicited. 
Address T. & H. GAUGHAN Manufacturers, 
116 Broadway, a X 


Do You Want to get Married ? 





“Courtship Made Easy.” A 100 pages, Ilus- 
trated. Treating on “ Psycho: * plainly show- 
ing how either sex can fascinate, win the undying love, 


and marry whoever they wish, irrespective of age or 
moan appearance. Sent by mail for 560 cents and 
ored stamps. Address 
469-75 KE. D. LOCKE & CO., Box 1625, Portland, Me 


The Wonderful Cantering Horses. 








Every iow ont girl wants one, Prices $14 to $27. 
Call or send stamp for Circular. 


482-3 8. W. SMITH, 498 Broadway. 
Shults’ Curlique, for my A the hair. 
Price 50 centa, Sen sealed, 


471-83 C. Fs SHULTS, Troy, N. ¥. 








The Brazilian Hair Curlers One appli- 
cation warranted to curl the most straight, A oom 
hair into wavy ringlets or heavy massive curls. Sent, 
postpaid, on receipt of $1. —? 


471-83 








THE BEST THING OUT! 
Can be used the same as any other Cards, and contains 
H2 
BEAUTIFUL SCENES. 


Enclose $1 25 and three red stamps for sample pack. 
$144 per gross, twenty per cent. Rt Hi $12 J 4 dozen. 


$4 Nassau street, New York. 





Matrimony.— man should 
marry. Why A woman should marry. All may 
marry to know. the Illustrated Marriage Guide 


and Medical Adviser, by WM. EARL, M. D., 200 pasos. 
Mailed in sealed envelope on receipt of 25 cts, Address 
13 White ) Strect, New York. 


- WTiele’s Hand-Book. 


Hand-Book for Active Service, containing Practical In- 
structions in Campaign Duties. For the use of Volun- 
teers. By Brig.-Gen. Eonrer L. Vretr, U.S.A. 12mo, 
Cloth, PT D. VAN NOSTRAND, Publisher, 192 Broad- 
way. Copies sent free by mail on receipt of the price. 











“Phe way to make from One Dollar to 
one dollar and fifty cents an evening, with other in- 
formation, will be sent to any one enclosing two stamps. 
Address A. WOLCOTT, Cleveland, 0. 

Cc. 8. | Bea M. D., Baltimore 36 years 
Professor of Female Therapeutics. Lis Celebrated 
“Busses” for $5. Prorcramme for return stamp. 

Sam) le for $1 in part for a package. 


$10 AGENTS $10 


And Dealers. Something New. Patent Pin Cushion, 
Universal Necdle-Threader, Indelible Pencil, Fgyptian 
Cement, Piston Pipe, Magic Tobacco Box, Gent’s Vest 
Povket Match Baie, Silver-plated. Sond stamp for 
Circular, 8. W. RICE & CO., 

tf 83 Nassau Street, N. ¥. 


Royal Havana Gottery. ” 


In Drawing of December 2, 1864, 

















No, 26046.........- APOW. cesses £100,000 

No. 17675......+++. OF eavecoccece 60,000 

No. 11612.......++. OF secccces “2. 2,000 

NO, 17765.......4. OF cccccceccs 10,000 

No. 13901.......... @ sccccccece 6,00 
Being the five capital prizcs. 

Soventy-Bve per cent, premium paid for prizes. In- 
formation furnished, The highest rates paid tu: 
; Doub toons aud all kinds of Gold and Silver. 

TAYLOR & UU.. Bankers, 
16 Wall St., XN. \ 





224 


FRANK Lees ILLUSTRATED 


NEWSPAPER. 


_ (Dee. 24, 1864, 











———— 





Send 25 Cents 
for a Specimen Number of the 


Atlantic Monthly 








MUNRO TEN CENT NOVEL, 


Bo. 27, 
oss po * Spy of Bunker Hill! 


need be said of this remarkable 
pate author of “The Tory Out. 
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be without it. Send stamped envelope your ad- 
dress, and my Circular con culars, to 
MRS. DR. R HOPKINS, 





SOMETHING NEW. 


She Buten’ ame, Pocket Pipe and Cigar Holder com- 
bined, is the best Smoking Pipe ever invented. 
a2 eaneen 0 eS eomng See ‘or to the Tobacco; is of 

t appearance and ; with fine carved "Horn 
piece and Cigar Holder. It is easy tocarry, — 


clean, and is always ready for s 7 smoke. 
ote Gesen cent tose ee sey of EDS — 


& CO., 
to) 97 Williaas Breet Street, New York. 























the United 
CSF GR SEP Couns GS, 


GIFTS FOR THE HOLIDAYS! 


Rare opportuni to fine Watch or valuable piece 
dewelry for aly $1." Send us 30, cents —= = 
© chance in this 











aioe you bor to mabe make 10 
G. 8. HASKINS & CO., 
° 36 Beekman 8t., i. ¥. 
pATENT AGENCY 
* OFFICES. 
Established in 1846, 


attention. 
ia A Pampbiet of “ Advice How 
Paten' n focinding the Patent Laws of the U 
furnished free. communications 
ais MUNN & CO., 


Mo. 81 PARK ROW, NEW YORE. 





Shulte’ nt.—Warranted to pro- 
duce a full set of ers in Six Weeks or money re- 
funded. Sent, postpaid, for Ay cents. Address 

458-830 C. SHULTS, Troy, N. ¥. 


CALENBERG & VAUPEL’S 
PIANOFORTES. 


99 & 101 Bleecker Street, — Block West < L Breet 
way. Warrranted for Bix Years 


IVORY AND PEARL BROOCHES, 
and Cuff Buttons, 
ent ‘ 
esa 
WELLING. 
° 671 Broadway. (Sign of Golden Elephant.) 
4 QUEER THING, 
mailed everywhere for 60 cents. Getit. Address 
JOSEPH 
6 Box 6865, Detroit, Mich. 
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TREMBLE, COLUMBIA! 
OFFICE FOR THE REGISTRATION OF NON-ResiwENTS. 
LL Forriayur (probably a Briton)—* ’Ere—I’'mahalien and a henemy, and want to be registered 


| 
PRI 


ugh” 





a Presents. 


A Bravtirot Encravep Goip-PLaTep ‘Same Double 
Case, Lever Cap, Small Size, White Enamelled Dial, Cut 
Hands, ‘ Movements, » and Correct Timekeeper, 
with an oonieahe “« Miniature Calendar,”’ indicating the 
Day of the Wesk, ~_ &c., in back case. Asingle one 
free, by mail, to any address, in neat case, WITH 
A BEAUTIFUL Vest Ouars, for only $10. 
A neat SILVER WATCH, same as Bot with the 


Miniature Calendar, &c., the Army. 
pay ady fry ng A ary pomp ang 
ddress CHAS. P. N N & CO., 5 
. Tana 40 Ann Street, N. ¥. 





WILLIAM KNABE & CO., 


MANUFACTURERS OF 
GOLD MEDAL: 
Grand and Square 


PIANOS, 


BALTIMORE, Md. 
~ Certificates of Excel- 





sent on application. 
assortment of the above celebrated instru- 
J. BAUER & CO.’s Warerooms, 
No, 644 Broadway, N. ¥. 





B. @ H. %. ANTHONY & 




















a for information and my 
M. HAR 


ae 
PL a Foote RIS, Boston, Mass. 


DIAMOND PARLOR MATCHES. 

These Matches sre the BEST IN THE WORLD. 
SURE FIRE WITHOUT SULPHUR, no DISAGREE- 
— ~~ i r= 4 .~ = Ly 
an io with w jungs. For sale who! e 
retail by” 


THE LODI MANUFACTURING CO., 
No. 66 Cortlandt Street, New York. 





479-820 


FREE READING ! 
Soldiers, Sailors, Marines, Everybody—send us your 
address. Will, in return, send you a large family news- 
poner, reple replete with good miscellaneous reading matter. 


10030 CHAS. E. MACKEY, 81 Nassau St., N. Y. 


GOLD PENS. 











Big want the best Pen ever used send to Johnson 

or wc $5, "nk every wand end Fn — 
“<: TOHNBON, Manufactory and Office, 

of 15 Maiden Lane, New York. 





4A WATCH FREE 


Our devotee tne aad ME LY 


HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 


sensation and Extraor- 


dinary Demand throughout the Army and Country; 
there is Sales Enormous; profits im- 
mense. Each Portfolio, Extra Large Size, 6 by 10, con- 


rs, and sells for only 
25 cents. Articles that no Soldier or Family can 

without. Thousands Sold Every Day. 

8 Month's Payina ne Sa. Agents Wanted in Every 


Camp and V' utiful Gold or Silver WatcH 
Syedeciehteesele Premio to ent. This isthe 
Greatest money-making Business of the Day. We Gua- 


rantee any aguas $15 per Day. .Premiums sent with Goods 

same da; = order is received. Cata’ogues con 

Extra um inducements sent y mail free. 8. C. 
Y., Sole 


RICKARDS “0 OO., 102 Nassau 8t., Manufac- 
turers, . ° 


#20 to $30 per Day Profit, 
Realised by “Sutlers and Agents,” by the sale of the 





mcs 


ie we 


1364 mage eget 


wre | ApRit 19%" 


5,000, DOZEN SELF-ADJUSTING Enameled White, 
from $3 to $9 per Dozen. Samples eat 30 cts., 50 cts, 

cts., $1; Snow White, Linen Finished, Tusion gutched 
and , $1 25; Suitable Tie 





» $1. 
Gents’ See SO Os 2 Ladies’, $1 50; Collar, $2. 
Mailed on 
JEAN 


of 
ERET, Pior the 1 the aq 78 Nassau 8t., 
New York. 


HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 
STRASBURGER & NUHN, 
Cor. Maiden Lane and William &t., N. Y¥., 
IMPORTERS OF 
TOYS, CHINA AND FANCY GOODS. 


Indian Hair Curler, war- 
ht and stiff hair, on the 








ATTENTION, CHILDREN ! 


We have just published the first number of a New 
Magazine for the young, called 


Our Young Folks, 


It will be published once a month, and will contain 
capital pictures. 1 will be full of 





; Clubs much fens 
about fit next week. Steen deals las Sapecions 
number and a circular to the publishers, 


° TICKNOR & FIELDS, Boston. 


FURNITURE FOR THE HOLIDAYS | 


AT 


FR. KRUTINA’S 


MANUFACTORY AND WAREROOMS, 


Nos. 96 and 98 Hast Houston &t., 


ents Between Bowery and 2d Avenue, 


WAR DS SHIRTS 


t for Shirts. 


Printed yet an for self-measurement, list of prices, 
and dra of different styles of shirts ahd collar 
sent free everywhere. - 


French Flannel Overshirts. 


Cut 38 inches long, $4 75 and $5 each. Sent by 
mail on receipt of the cash and 63 cents postage each 


STEELCOLLARS 


Enameled White, having all the comforts of linen col. 
lars. Washed and dried in a moment. Asample Collar 
mailed free on receipt of 75 cents. Ouffs $1 00 per pair. 
Ladies’ Collars and same price. 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 


AGENTs WANTED in every Town in the Union. 


No. 387 Broadway, New York. 


GOLD PENS. 


pa... will send to any address on receipt of the follow 
prices one of our First Lage | 14 Carat Warrante: 
ey ond Pointed) Gold Pens Silver Ebony Des) 

older and Morocco Case, or Silver-plated Extensiou 


Re’ 3. Large Pen and Holder ~ - © 15 
» # Commercial , - - - 2 3! 
» 5. Engrossing Bank Pen and Holder - - 3 2 

6. Mammoth Pen and Holder - - 403 
"send a stamp for our Circular of Engravings of all ou 
new may and giving exact sizes and prices. Pen 
ited for 60 cents. Address 
AMERICAN GOLD PEN CO., 
°o 200 Broadway, N. Y. 














otf 








PAPER COLLAR 


JACKSON'S 
1864. 


TAINTER 2 
Patent 





\uoust2 


a Trade supplied at No. 636 Pearl Street, New York. 





THE BOWEN MICROSCOPE, 
500 Tres, mailed to oars —- for 50 cts. 
Tres of — powers for $1. 

0000 F. B. BOWEN, Box 200, Bont Boston, Mass. 
LADIES’ LETTER. 
FIVE ANATOMICAL ENGRAVINGS 

Has inforination never before published, Sent free 


in a sealed envelope, for 10 cents. 
° Address Box 4652, New York Post Office. 


FOR A FORTUNE 











Bor 5251, New York Post Office. 


Address FRANKLIN 8. M. CO., Box 302, Boston, Mase. 





“Wineiaad Lands. 


soil, which produces crops, which can now be seen 


wi 


and 
beauty with w ed a Ae 
be sent free. Address 


, = So See 
« Itis now the m proving place East or Law giving 
LANDIS. Vineland Post Office, Camberiand 

cultural editor of the Tribune : 
ile tracts, © ap Gand tet RD aS GRRE emit fr gam 


To all wanting Farms. 


ving settlements mild and healthful climate, 80 miles south of Philadelphia by railroad. Rich 


. Ten, twenty and &fty acre tracts at from $25 to 

for manufactories and others. Churches, —— 

est. Hundreds are set gi The 
lo 


will 
ovunty, New Jersey. 
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Is the latest improvement in Fire-Arms, combining great power 
and effectiveness with compactness, durability, and convenience, 
both for operating and carrying. Is the most effective Poczrr 


REVoLvER in the world. 

Is loaded, without rem 
Warterrnoor Corrzer SHELL CAaRTRIDOB. 
fire, the shell easily ejected after firing. 


but 14 ounces. For sale by the trad 


the cylinder, with Czenrrat Fink 

The Cartridge is sure 
The cylinder never fouls. 
Is but 7 inches extreme length, 32-1 ~- ball, six shot and weighs 


GEO. a HICKCOX, 54 Cliff Street, New York. 


CERTIF 


I have wy tested the new “ National Revolver,” 
eee - 

as every way desirable. 
fired this pistol 

© 


ICATE. 


and find it an effective weapon, of snro are and con- 


yards I think I could with this pistol kill at every shot. I take pleasuro in recommending 
In company with Captain Scott, 
0 tango pamaber of Gases, and not one cartridge failed to e 


~~ ~(eeaeed and other officers, 


JOHN CHABLESTON, Chief of Police, Cairo, Ll. 
SAINT CATHEP?I 
THE COLLEGE OF 
ST. PAUL, | MIN} 
VEC 21 ‘G4 











